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THE AGAMEMNON. 



THE PERSONS OF THE DRAMA. 

A Sentinel, 

The Chorus of Argive Elders, 

ClytcRmnestra, 

TalthybiuSj a herald, 

Agamemnon, 

Cassandra. 

j^gisthus. 



B 



THE ARGUMENT. 

Agamemnon, on his departiu-e for Troy, promised Clytzmnestra, if he 
should sack Troy, on the same day to send a signal by means of a fire 
beacon. Wherefore Clytaemnestra established a watcher for hire to look out 
for the beacon. And he saw and reported it ; she sends for a multitude 
of Elders, to tell them concerning the beacon, of whom the chorus is 
constituted : and they on hearing the news chant a paean. And after na 
long time Talthybius arrives and narrates the circumstances of the expe- 
dition. And Agamemnon comes on a car, and another car was following 
him, in which were the spoils and Cassandra. And he goes before into 
the house with Clytaemnestra. And Cassandra foretells, before she enters 
the palace, her own and Agamemnon's death and the matricide of Orestes, 
casts off her garlands and rushes wildly in as one about to die. This 
part of the drama one admires as calculated to excite wonder and pity. 
iEschylus, after his custom, has made the murder of Agamemnon to take 
place behind the scenes, and says nothing of Cassandra's death, but sub- 
sequently discloses her corpse. And he has made iCgisthus and Clytaem- 
nestra each discourse violently concerning the death of Agamemnon on 
separate grounds, the one because of the slaying of Iphigenia, and the 
other because of the ill-treatment of his father Thyestes at the hands of 
Atreus. 

The prologue is spoken by the sentinel, a servant of Agamemnon's. 



THE AGAMEMNON. 



Scene I. Night,— The Palace Roof at Argos, 

Sentinel. 

I ever pray the gods these toils may end, 

All through my year's watch, keeping which by night 

On the Atridae's housetop, head on arm, 

Outstretch'd dog-fashion, I grow intimate 

With the assembly of the nightly stars, 

And those who bring the cold and heat to men, 

The brilliant powers conspicuous in the sky. 

And now I wait,v what time the beacon's sign, 

The blaze of light, shall bring from Troy the news 

And tidings of her capture : such hope lies 

In a wife's heart with manly counsels strong. 

And ever while I keep my restless bed. 

This dewy spot, unvisited by dreams, 

(For fear in place of sleep stands at my side. 

So that mine eyelids never fairly close,) 

And ever when I think to hum or sing, 

Mixing the opiate song, sleep's substitute, 

Then weeping I lament this house's woes, 



Not rightly ordered as in the olden time. 

But may my toils have happy ending soon, 

The fire's fair message shining through the gloom. 

[A pause. He catches sight of the beacon. 

Oh ! hail ! torch of the night, that makest known 

A daylight, and sett*st up in Argos here 

Many a dance for joy of this event 

Hoiai Hoik! 

To Agamemnon's wife I give shrill sign. 

That rising speedily she lift on high 

Throughout the house a woman's piercing note 

In honour of the beacon, since the town 

Of Troy has fallen, as the bright fires announce. 

And I myself will dance a prelude first, 

Thinking my lords have had a lucky throw. 

Three sixes, judging from these signal fires. 

May it be mine in this my hand to take 

The house's lord's lov'd hand on his return. 

But of the rest I speak not : a great ox 

Stands on my tongue : the house itself would tell 

Most plainly, could it get a voice : since I 

Talk to the knowing only willingly, 

And towards the ignorant forgetful am. 



Scene II. Morning twilight — The A^ora in front of 
the palace, — Enter the Chorus of Elders marching 
and chanting anapasts. 

This is the tenth year since the two mighty 

Opponents of Priam, 

King Menelaus and Agamemnon, 

Powerful pair of thron'd Atridae, 

Kings by God's grace ruling in honour 

Led out the Argive thousand-vesseFd 

Fleet to the rescue, 
Loudly shouting a vigorous war-cry. 

Like to the vultures 
Who in excessive grief for their nestlings 
High o'er the eyrie hover in anguish. 
Borne on the oarage of sweeping pinions. 

Screaming and crying 
In vain for their home-stapng young ones. 
High up above them Pan or Apollo, 
Or Zeus, hearing the shrill-voiced plaintive 
Cry of the aliens, fix'd in the mid-air. 

Sends on the robbers 
A slow, sure-footed Erinys. 
So did the sovereign Xenian Zeus then 
Send the Atridae upon Alexander 
On the behalf of an oft-wedded woman. 
Causing for Greek alike and Trojan 
Many a fierce, limb-wearying struggle. 
The knee planted firm in the soft sand, 



And the lances* shafts in the forefront 
Splintering freely. The past is unchangeable, 
And unavoidable are fate's issues, 
Secret libations, secret weepings. 
Turn not a mother's unbending anger 
For an offering impious, unholy. 
We then, dishonour'd, with ancient bodies, 
From that avenging levy rejected, 

Bide in the country. 
Leaning on staves -our child-like weakness ; 

For as a young child's strength is an old man's, 

Ruling within him. 
And from its station manhood is absent, 
And when his leaf already is withering. 
He in his dotage growing three-footed 
Walks than an infant no whit stronger, 

A dream appearing at noon-day. 

But do you tell us. 
Daughter of Tyndarus, Queen Clytaemnestra, 
What is it ] what news % what are the tidings 

That have thus caus'd you 

To send word round to the temples % 
For of all gods of the city and heaven, 

Gods infernal, 
Gods of the elements, gods of the agora, 

The altars are blazing with offerings. 
This side, that side, fires are rising 

High as the heaven, 




Fed with the soothing, guileless cordials 
Of pure, unmix' d oil sacrificial, 

From the secret stores of the palace. 
Tell us of these things, what is both fitting and 

Lawful to utter. 
And become healer of this anxiety, 
Which at one moment loometh malignant, 
And then flattering hope from the offerings 
Shining, repels the insatiate vexings 

Of grief consuming the spirit 

Strophe a. 

Able am I to discourse of the matchless, heroical 

army's 
Fortunate march, for the power yet is in me to summon 
Music to aid me, 
Old but tuneful as ever, 
How to the sovran of ships then a vigorous eagle 
appearing. 

Sovran of all birds. 
Sent to the country of Troy with accomplishing 
Weapons and strength two leaders with one mind. 
Ruling with sceptre divided the Trojan array. On 
the right they appear'd of the army, 

Near to the palace in station conspicuous: 

utterly black was 
One, and the other with white tail ; 
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Eating a hare they had slain in her pregnancy, swoop- 
ing upon her ; 
Stayed in her last course she. 
Utter a burden, a burden of sorrow, and good luck 
come. 

Antistrophe a. 

Then the unfaltering seer of the army, beholding the 

twofold 
Souls of the warrior chiefs, grew aware of the feasting, 
Ominous escort, 
Thus explaining the portent, 
** One day this your raid shall capture the city of 
Priam ; 

Forcibly then shall 
Destiny ravage in front of the towers 
All their flocks that are public property. 
Only may never a jealousy fall from the gods to over- 
shadow the arm/s departure, 
Tro/s great curb. For the house is detested by Ar- 
temis holy, 

Loathed are the hounds of her sire. 
Feeding, before she has voided her young, on the 
timorous creature. 

Hater of eagles she. 
Utter a burden, a burden of sorrow, and good luck 

come. 

Mesode, 

For the beautiful huntress, the guardian of all 



Helpless cubs of devouring lions, 

And the unwean*d young of the beasts of the 

field, 
Will demand that the issue shall tally 
Plainly with these propitious, but blaraeable omens of 
eagles. 

But the Healer invoked with cries of triumph, 
Pray we to keep from the Greeks the delaying con- 
trary breezes, 

Holding the vessels in port, 
Causing a second unnatural, lawless, uneatable offering. 

Inbred author of quarrels. 
Fearless of men. For there bideth a terrible, ever- 
recurring. 
Crafty, domestic Fury, exacting the murders of 

children." 
Such were the verses that Calchas delivered, mingled 

with blessings, 
Destined to fall on the royal house from the birds then 
appearing. 

Wherewith in concert 
Utter a burden, a burden of sorrow, and good luck 
come. 

[TAey halt and group themselves around the altar 
of Bacchus^ 

Strophe /?. 
Zeus, whoever thou may'st be, 
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If 'tis righteous thus to call, 
By this name I call on thee. 

When I ponder on it all, 
Only this I find to say, 

** Thou alone a sovereign art," 

If this burden from my heart 
I may really cast away. 

Antistrophe /?. 

For the god who once was great, , 
Flourishing in strength of limb, 

Silent has succumbed to fate. 
And the god who followed him 

Has been vanquished in the fight. 
So that they who zealously 
Shout to thee for victory 

In their judgment will be right. 

Strophe y. 

Zeus it is, who by the hand 
I^adeth men to understand ; 
Who by means of patience 
Maketh sweet experience 
Their own. 

'Fore their hearf in sleep is poured 
Memory of past toils endured, 
Thus to them is wisdom driven 
By the gods who high in heaven 
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Rule by violence, each in vigour seated on his lofty 
throne. 

Antistrophe y. 

So the elder of the chiefs, 
Giving way before his griefs. 
Bowing to the sudden fate, 
Brought himself to hesitate 
No more : 

No seer did he disparage, 
While th' Achaeans, mute and savage, 
Slowing starving and out wearied 
By the stress of weather tarried 
Against Chalcis by the booming breaker-echoing 
Aulian shore. 

Strophe 6. 

While the breezes from the Strymon everlasting 
Blew against them causing fasting 
And dismay, 

Without respite anchors wearing. 
Neither ships nor cables sparing. 
But redoubling with their fury the long period of its 

stay. 
Made the flower, untimely blighted, of the Greeks to 

waste away. 
Till the seer of the army for the brother captains 
found, 

Naming Artemis, a cure. 
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So much heavier than the stormy bitter weather to 
endure, 
That th* Atridae deeply weeping smote their staves 
upon the ground. 

Antistrophe 8. 

And outspake to him the elder sovran saying, 
" Woe is me ! from disobeying 
Tears will come. 
Tears too, if I slay my daughter 
And defile with virgin slaughter 
Hands paternal, sacrificing the one darling of 

my home. 
Which of these is free from evil ? With what 
face can I become 
Ship deserter, failing wholly in his utmost need my 
friend 1 

For 'tis right that all should long 
For the murder of the virgin with desires 
exceeding strong 
As an offering to the goddess that the lingering winds 
may end. 

Strophe c. 

So he deem'd that to resist the fates were idle 

And about his jaws he bound the bridle 

Of distress : 

And a change came o'er his bearing, 

And he quickly grew all daring 
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With an impious, and uncleanly, and unholy reck- 
lessness. 

For the wretched grow audacious 
With mad counsellings fallacious, 
Earliest cause of woes, a frenzy coming on with 
speedy feet 

Pitiless he grew to murther 
His own child the war to further, 
An appeasing and initiatory offering for the fleet. 

Antistrophe c 

And as naught were then esteemed hersuppHcations 
To her father by the leaders of the nations 
Loving war : 

And her maiden life unstainM 
No desire for blood restrained. 
But her father bade the servants, when the opening 
prayer was o'er, 

Lift her high above the altar 
Shrouded in her robes, nor falter, 
But like any other victim lay her down with drooping 
head. 

And with costly kerchiefs cover 
Her sweet, beautiful mouth over. 
That no curse might issue from it ere her virgin spirit 
fled. 

Strophe (. 

To the ground her saffron dress 
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Floated down, and motionless 
As a picture was her face in all its dying loveliness, 

Looking round upon her slayers, 

Though the gag restrained her prayers, 
By her piteous, pleading glances showing how she 
long'd to speak. 

For often at the banquet for them all 

Within her father's sumptuous hall 

Had her clear voice risen up. 

As she stood and held the cup. 
And did honour to the paean by her presence pure 
and meek. 

Antistrophe (, 

Now the rest of her sad fate 

I nor saw nor may relate, 
But the prophecies that Calchas sang will not be void 
of weight. 

Justice brings no knowledge cheaply, 

And the wise must suffer deeply : 
Be it far from us the future ere it cometh to forestal. 

To weep too soon were piteous, 

Seeing the news will come to us 

With the early morning rays : 

That it may be joyful, prays 
This senate, the land's bulwark, and the Apian 
country's wall. 



15 



{Enter Clytfjemnestra,) 

I have come, O queen, in reverence of your rule. 
For when the king's throne is left desolate, 
Fitting it is to hold his wife in awe. 
But whether you have heard plainly, or pay 
Offerings to hopes of good news, I would hear 
Gladly, nor if I hear it not, be wroth. 

Clytcemfiestra. 

Good news, indeed, may the morn bring to us, 

As is the saying, from her mother night. 

A joy awaits you greater than your hope 

To hear. The Greeks have taken Priam's town. 

Chorus, 
What 1 For I miss'd the words from disbelief 

Clytcsmnestra. 

The Greeks have Troy. Do I speak plainly, pray 
you? 

Chorus, 

Delight creeps o*er me, calling forth the tear. 

Clytoemnestra, 
'Tis so : your eyes affirm your kind intent. 

Chorus, 
And what sure token have you it is so 1 
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A 



Clytcemnestra, 
The god not having beguiled me, I have one. 

Chorus, 
Trust you persuasive appearances of dreams ? 

CiytcBmnestra, 
I'd take no fancy of the slumbering soul. 

Chorus. 
Are you elated with omens not from birds ? 

Clytcemnestra, 
You hold my wits as cheap as a young maid's. 

Chorus, 
How long ago then has the town been sacked 1 

Clytcemnestra. 
*Twas in the night of which this day is bom. 

Chorus. 
What messenger could with such speed have come 1 

Clytcemnestra. 

Hephaestus sent from Ida the bright flame : 
Beacon sent beacon hither of courier fire. 
First Ida unto Hermes' rocky hill 
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On Lemnos : third from thence the mighty blaze 
The height* of Zeus on Athos took in turn. 
Thence rising aloft to skim along the waves 
With its good news, the travelling torch's strength, 
Kindled of fir cones, bore the golden flash, 
Like to a sun, unto Macistus' watch. 
And he not lingering, nor heedlessly 
Overcome by slumber, left undone his part ; 
For far away unto Euripus' stream 
The herald light announcing the good news 
Came to the watchmen of Messapius. 
And they lit up in turn and sent it on, 
Setting a stack of withered heath on fire. 
Then in its strength the torch, not yet bedimmed. 
Springing across Asopus* plain, shone like 
The jocund moon upon Cithaeron's peak. 
And rous*d another succession of escort fire ; 
For ready welcome the far-coming flame 
Received there from the watchers, who sent up 
A bigger blaze than any kindled yet 
And o*er the Gorgons' lake the quick light leapt ; 
And coming unto -^giplanctus' hill 
Urged its successor to make no delay. 
They send it on with an ungrudging zeal 
Making a mighty beard of flame, to shine 
Forwards unto the headland that looks down 
On the Saronic straights. From thence it sprang 
And lighted on the Arachnaean rock, 

c 
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The watch post nearest to the town : and then 
Not undescended from the Trojan fires, 
It lighted upon this, the Atridae's roof. 
Such was the order of the torchbearers, 
One from the other transmitting faithfully. 
And the first in wins, though he started last. 
This is the proof and sign I give to you. 
Sent by my husband hither to me from Troy. 

Chorus, 

Lady, for all this I will thank the Gods 
At a more fitting time : but now I long 
To hear and marvel at your words again. 
The while you tell the tale from first to last. 

Clytoemnestra, 

To-day the Greeks hold Troy ; throughout the town 

Rises, methinkg, an ill-assorted cry. 

Pour vinegar and oil in the same jar ; 

They stand asunder : none will name them friends. 

So you may hear apart the voices rise. 

Captives and conquerors, for their different fates. 

The one side, fallen on dead bodies, wives 

On husbands, children on aged sires, sisters 

On brothers, no more from unfettered throat 

Loudly bewail the deaths of dearest ones : 

The others, restless after battle, sit 
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Hungry at breakfasts of the city's goods, 
Tired, according to no rule of rank, 
But as each drew the lot of chance, they dwell 
Aheady in the captured Trojan halls ; 
And rid of frosts and dews o' the open air. 
They will sleep all night as the poor man sleeps, 
Unguarded. And if they but hold in awe 
Duly the gods that guard the taken land, 
And the gods' temples, they will not themselves, 
The captors suffer capture in their turn. 
But may no lust fall on the host too soon, 
To sack the sacred, overcome with greed. 
For they have yet, before they come safe home. 
To turn and run the other limb of the course. 
And if the host come stain'd with sacrilege. 
The victim's dead curse may against them yet 
Rise up, if even no fresh woes befall. 
Such are my bodings, woman though I be : 
But may good luck win, in no doubtful scale. 
For many blessings have been given me. 

Chorus. 

Queen, in your kindly words man's wisdom lies. 
And now the trusty proofs enter mine ears, 
See, I prepare to pray unto the Gods. 
For such success demands thanks in return. 

\Exit Clytamnestra, 
c 2 
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(They march to thethymele chanting anapcests), 

O King Zeus, and friendly darkness, 
Thou winner of all this advantage, 
Who on the Trojan ramparts castest 
Such an unbroken net that no warrior, 
No, nor young man, leaping above its 

Meshes enslaving 
Could 'scape from the common disaster. 
Great Zeus Xenius chiefly we reverence, 
Who hath wrought all this against Alexander, 
Long ago standing with bow ready. 
So that his arrows might not lightly 
Fall, flying wide or untimely. 

{They halt and group themselves around the cUtar of 

Bcu:chus), 

Strophe a. 

They have fallen by Zeus*s hand. 
This much we trace out and know : 
As he wiird, he accomplished it so : 
He wrought it as he had plann'd. 
Who said that the gods would refrain ? 
Would leave the unholy alone. 
Who trample with hideous feet 
On the bridal inviolate bed 1 
Impious was he and vain ; 
In the children's age it is shown, 
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Whose fethers drank of the sweet, 
And with blood of the battle were red ; 
Who bloomed in unbearable pride. 
May ours not provoke such a spite, 
May ours be a moderate fate, 
Such as mortal with sense may sustain. 
For no bulwark can come of his gain^ 
To the man whom prosperities sate, 
Who spurns the great altar of right, 
And with contumely thrusts it aside. 

Antistrophe «. 

A wretched Persuasion again, 
The unbearable crafty son 
Of Atd forces him on. 
And every cure is in vain : 
And he cannot hide the pest. 
But it shines with ghastly gleams. 
Like a golden coin of a day, 
That is shown at once, referred 
To the rub and the touchstone's test, 
Black and disfigured with seams. 
For in boyish reckless play, 
Pursuing a winged bird, 
He has brought his town to the grave \ 
And none of the gods is mild ; 
For they love to annihilate all 
Who mingle in deeds of shame, 
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Of whom was Paris, who came 
To the son of Atreus* hall, 
And the friendly board defil'd, 
And bore the queen o'er the wave. 

V Strophe p. 

Leaving behind for her mates 
Arming of ships and of men. 
Din and the thronging of spears, 
Fearless where hope lay in fears, 
She has lightly gone thro' the gates. 
Carrying to Ilium swords, 
A bitter dowry of death. 
Moan'd the old house prophets then 
Long imder bated breath. 
" Woe for the house and its lords. 
Woe for the house and the bed ; 
Woe for the impresses fair, 
Where the delicate limbs were of late. 
He is standing in silence there. 
Dishonoured, but breathing no hate. 
Seeing in tearless despair 
That the beautiful vision is fled. 
With love for her as one dead. 
Who is over the foam of the sea. 
Her phantom will long rule his hall ; 
And the glory and grace of all 
The nobly craven statuary 
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He will hate and loathe and despise ; 
For in lack of the living eyes, 
All beauty is widowed.. 

Antistrophe p. 

In each of his shifting dreams 
Her face will be still at his side, 
Throughout the restiess night 
Bringing unreal delight ; 
For what a sweet substance seems. 
Slips thro* his hands and is gone, 
With a subtle flash and sweep, 
On the noiseless wings that glide 
On the paths of holy sleep. 
Nor are these our griefs alone ; 
We have crueller woes at hand. 
Crueller woes in the hall. 
At the hearth and the family shine : 
For our comrades, one and all. 
Who went away o'er the brine. 
Strong and lovely and tall. 
From the gracious Grecian land. 
Where is that glorious band? 
Oh ! how the heart is pierced through 
With an infinite yearning of woe, 
For whom we sent out we know; 
But instead of the heroes we knew. 
We see (how our love for them bums) 
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Dust and ashes and urns 
Coming up on the yellow strand. 

Strophe y. 

And Aids,, who loves to hold 
The scales in the battle of the spear, 
Giving back the dead for gold, 
Sends to their old friends here 
A little scorch'd dust, bitterly bewept, 
Loading the urns with well-packed ashes, swept 
Into tjhe hollow depths instead of men ; 
And the rough soldiers standing by, weep then, 
Praising one man as skilled in fight, and one 
As fallen nobly for another's wife. 
In silence thus behind clenched teeth they moan : 
And towards the Atridse, leaders of the strife. 
Creeps on a hateful grudge from every hand, 
While they around the walls in Trojan land. 
In all the freshness of their beauty rest, 
Possessing it, and though a foe, it hides them in its 
breast. 

Antistrophe y. 

And the townsmen's talk is of wrath. 

Bitter, of import great. 

And the significance hath 

Of a curse of popular hate. 

And anxious I remain to hear news, which 

Are wrapp'd in last night's gloom ; for on the rich 
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The gods' eyes ever dwell ; and in due time 

The dark Erinyes, even in his prime, 

Smite the unjustly fortimate with reverse, 

Making dim his glory : for those out of sight 

No help is there nor rising : it is a curse 

To have men speak too well of one : for right 

Against his eyes the bolt of Zeus is hurPd. 

My lot be uninvidious in the world ; 

Nor I a,city-sacker, sirs I nor yet 

A captive see the light, and under others* orders fret. 

Epode. 
Roused by the midnight's fire's fair augury 
Swift rumour has gone down our streets to fly ; 
If true, who knows 1 or a mere God-sent lie. 
Who is so childish or distraught that he, 
Warmed at th^ heart by the fresh news the flame 
Has brought, should faint at changing of the same 1 
For it befits the heart of womankind 
To love fair-seeming more than truth clear shown. 
The credulous boundaries of a woman's mind 
Are broken easily and encroach'd upon 
With rapid inroads ; but with rapid death 
Dies the report she quicken'd with her breath. 

[Re-enfer Ciytcemnestra. 

Ciyicemnestra. 

We shall soon know the passings on of fire. 
Light bearing meteors and signal flames. 
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Whether they truthful are, or like a dream 
This pleasant light has come and cheated us. 
I see a herald hastening from the beach, 
Shaded with boughs of olive, and dry dust 
Upon him, mud*s twin brother, tells me this : 
That neither voiceless he, nor burning flame 
Of mountain wood, will signal with fire's smoke. 
But either he will shout out the good news, 
Or — the alternative I deprecate — 
For may the pleasant promise be confirmed. 

[Extf. 

Chorus, 

May all who for this state pray otherwise 
Reap for themselves the harvest of their sins. 

[Enter Herald. 
Herald, 

Soil of my Argive fatherland, in this 

Day of the tenth year I come home, and one 

Of many shatter'd hopes remains entire ; 

For never thought I in this Argive land 

To die, and here be buried with my kin. 

Now, hail, O land j and hail, light of the sun, 

Zeus, the realm's sovereign, and thou, Pythian prince. 

On us no more direct thy darts : too long 

Thou wast our foe beside Scamander's stream : 

Now be our Saviour, and a healing god. 
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O prince Apollo. And the gods of games 
All I address, and thee, mine aider first, 
Hermes, herald belov'd, the heralds* awe : 
The heroes, too, who sent them, to receive 
Kindly again the few left by the spear. 
Hail, palace of the kings, beloved roofs. 
And holy seats, and gods who face the sun. 
If e'er before, now with bright cheerful eyes 
Honour the King returning home at length. 
For in the midst of night to you and all 
Prince Agamemnon, bringing day, has come. 
So, as is fitting, welcome him with joy, 
Who has raz*d Troy, and upturned all her soil 
With the pickaxe of vengeance-bearing Zeus. 
Her altars and her gods* shrines all are gone, 
And the whole land's seed utterly destroyed. 
Such is the yoke that has been cast on Troy 
By Prince Atrides, honoured, fortunate. 
Worthiest of reverence of all living men. 
For neither Paris nor his town can boast 
The outrage greater than the levied fine. 
Cast in a suit of rape and theft was he. 
And lost his booty, and with utter ruin 
Brought down his father's house upon the ground. 
And Priam's sons paid double for their sins. 

Chorus, 
Hail, Herald of the army of Greeks. 
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I 

1 

Herald* 
Hail, and I pray no longer against death. 

Chorus. 
Love for your fatherland go harassed you 1 

Herald, 
So that mine eyes are wet from very joy. 

Chorus. 
A pleasant sickness were ye smitten with. 

Herald. 
How so 1 I do not master these your words. 

Chorus. 
Seeing ye long'd for those that long'd for you. 

Herald. 
Mean you our land desir'd its loving host 1 

Chorus. 
Often from darkly brooding hearts we moan'd. 

Herald. 
Whence came on you this melancholy gloom 1 
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Chorus. 
Of old I know silence is eviFs cure. 

Herald. 
What % You fear'd any, while your lords were gone 1 

Chorus. 
As but now you said, death had been great gain. 

Herald, 

But good luck had has prevail* d. Of all the things 

That have befallen in this length of time, 

Some, one may say, have fallen happily 

And others otherwise. Who but the gods 

Are free from sorrows for their whole life lone t 

For should I tell the toils and bivouacs 

Comfortless, landings rare, and scant hard beds, — 

What did we not bewail % What not obtain 

For daily portion % For our fare on land 

Was more detestable than on the sea, 

For we lay there beneath the enem/s walls. 

And from the heaven and the earth on us 

The meadow dews came trickling, to our clothes 

A steadfast hurt, matting our hair like beasts.' 

And should one tell the frosts that kill'd the birds. 

The Trojan winter brought unbearable ; 

The heat, what time the sea on mid-day couch 
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Lay fallen waveless without breath of breeze ; — 

But why mourn thus ] seeing the labour is past, 

And past from those who perished even the wish 

To rise up once more from the allotted sleep. 

What need is there to count up all who died, 

For us, who live, to mourn their adverse fate 1 

I say, we should rejoice in the event. 

With us the remnant of the Argive host 

Delight outweighs, and sorrow kicks the beam ; 

And we may rightly boast thus this bright day. 

As we come hurrying over sea and land, 

" From captured Troy the Argive army bring 

These spoils to hang up in their homes through Greece 

Unto the gods, a joy in after time." 

Now hearing this, you should both praise the state 

And captains ; and due honour shall be paid 

To Zeus, who hath done all. My speech is o'er. 

CAorus. 

I say not that your words persuade me not. 
For the old ever should be young to learn. 
But it is right that Clytaemnestra too 
Should hear your tale, and gladden me withal. 

{Enter Clytcemnestra. 
Clytcemnestra, 

« 

Of late I rais'd a piercing note of joy, 
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When came by night the first herald of fire, 

Telling the capture and the fall of Troy : 

And some upbraiding said " By signal fires 

Persuaded, fancy you that Troy is sacked? 

'Tis like a woman to be elated so." 

By such words, sirs, my foolishness was plain ; 

But still I sacrificed, and in response 

To ours the women's cry, now here, now there, 

A man took up the shout throughout the town 

With words of joyful import, as he watch'd 

At the gods' shrines the incense flame die out 

Now, what need is there you should tell me more ? 

I shall soon hear all from the king himself. 

But I must hasten how to best receive 

My honoured lord returning home. For what 

Bright dawn is sweeter for a wife to see 

Then that whereon she opens wide the gates 

To welcome back her husband from the war, 

Sav'd by the gods ? Bear hence to him this news : 

To come, desired of the state, with speed. 

And may he find a faithful wife at home, 

Such as he left her, a watch-dog, to him 

Truthful and kind, but bitter to his foes ; 

In all else unchanged, having broken of his 

No single seal in all this length of time. 

I am as ignorant of joy, or sin 

With other men, as of the dyeing of bronze. 



32 

Herald, 

Such a boast, full of truth, befitteth well 
A noble lady boldly to proclaim. 

\Exit Ciytamnestra 

Chorus, 

Such, then, is her fair-seeming speech, which you 
May comprehend but by expounder's aid. 
But tell me, herald, of the land's lov'd lord, 
King Menelaus, will he too come back 
Among us, sav'd and living, to his friends 1 

Herald. 

I may not give fair answers that are false, 
To please my friends for.any length of time. 

Chorus. 

Would you could tell us good news that were true ; 
But being divided these cannot be hid. 

Herald. 

From the Achaean host he disappear'd. 
Himself and ship. I tell you very truth. 

Chorus* 

Did he set sail from Troy in sight of all. 
Or a storm snatch him off, a common ill ? 
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Herald. 

Like a skiird archer you have hit the mark, 
Briefly epitomis*d a long tale of woe. 

Chorus, 

How did the other sailors speak of him f 
What said they ? He was living or was dead ? 

Herald. 

None knows to tell distinctly but the sun, 
Who nourishes all the life of the whole worid. 

Chorus. 

How did you say the storm on the naval host 

Came by the gods' wrath, and was brought to an end? 

Herald. 

It is not fitting to defile a day 

Of happy tidings with ill-omen'd words. 

The honours of the two gods are separate. 

For when a herald brings with gloomy face 

Into a town news of a fallen host, 

That to that town one common wound has come, 

And many townsmen out of many homes 

Are given up to Ares' two-thong'd scourge, 

A twofold woe, a bloody yoke of ills, — 

He who is laden with such a load of grief 

Should sing the Erinyes' triumphant chaunt 
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But should he come with saving news to a town 

Rejoicing in its conscious happiness, — 

How may I mingle good with ill, and tell 

Of the storm the gods* wrath sent upon the Greeks ] 

For fire and sea, the greatest foes before, 

Took oaths together, and displayed the proofs 

In ruining the wretched Grecian host. 

For in the night evils from stormy waves 

Arose, and Thracian breezes bruis'd the ships 

Each against each, and they with violence 

By storm and whirlwind and shower-sounding spray 

Buffeted, through unsteady steersmanship 

Of unskiird pilots, vanished and were gone. 

And when the bright sunlight arose, we saw 

The -^gaean sea with corpses blossoming 

Of Grecian heroes and the wrecks of ships. 

But us and our inviolate vessel's hull 

Surely some god, no man, guiding the helm 

Rescued by stealth or interceded for : 

And saving fortune rode on board, so that 

She neither, anchor' d, felt the breakers' force. 

Nor drifted on the iron rock-bound shore. 

And then having escap'd a watery grave, 

Distrustful of our fortune, in the white day 

We brooded on a new calamity, 

The host worn out and smitten in evil sort. 

And now of them, if any one still breathes. 

He speaks of us as perished ; and why not ? 
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For we of them the same conjecture form. 
But may all end well. Expect ye of them 
King Menelaus first and foremost home : 
For if it be that any ray of the sun 
Beholds him living by the designs of Zeus, 
Not yet desiring to blot out the race, 
There is some hope that he may yet come home. 
Hearing thus much, know that ye hear the truth. 

[Exif. 

Chorus, 

Strophe a. 

Who was it gave her her name, a name so fittingly 

hers] 
Was it an unseen god, in knowledge of what was 

to be. 
Happily guiding his tongue; that he named her so 

aright, 
Helen, the causer of strife, the woo'd of warriors % 
Ruin of vessels and men, ruin of cities was she, 
When shaded with curtains silken, she sailed with the 

breezes light 
Of the earth sprung Zephyr, and rising against them 

in injured pride 
A multitudinous hunt of heroes arm'd with the spear 
WrathfuUy came on their track, while their bark 

unseen they tied 
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By the banks of Simois leafy, and hid in the brakes 
their gear. 

Antistrophe a. 

For a wrath that work'd its will, through the streets of 

Ilium led 
One that was rightly nam'd a dear one, for dear was 

she. 
Mindful in after time a fitting destruction to bring 
Eor the injury done to Xenian Zeus, and the wrong'd 

host's bed. 
And to slay the bridegroom's brothers, who shouted 

in reckless glee 
The hymenseal song that it fell to their lot to sing. 
For learning another strain the ancient city took up 
Calling on Paris, the man of the fatal marriage, a 

dirge, 
In the death of her citizens drinking the dregs of 

misery's cup, 
In the loss of her dearest enduring avenging stripes 

of a scourge. 

SfroJ>he fi. 

So may a man bring up a lion as a pet in his home, 
In the outset of its life, wean'd but still fond of the 

teat, 
Tame and loving the children, a plaything for aged 

men. 
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In the arms of all it is taken over and over again, 
Just as a little child, and when it desires its meat. 
Fawning and playing about, to the hand of its lord it 
will come. 

Antistrophe p. 

But when fully developed, an inherited taint it shows. 
And in return for its nurture, unbidden prepares a 

feast, 
Horribly rending the sheep, and filling the house 

with their stain, 
A constant trouble wherewith the servants struggle in 

vain, 
A mighty mischievous slaughter, and thanks to the 

gods a priest 
Of ill has been brought and reared in the palace, 

productive of woes. 

Strophe y. 

So there alighted on Troy a spirit of breezeless calm, 
A delicate darling of wealth, a darter of joy from the 

eyes, 
A soul-piercing flower of love ; but ere long swerving 

aside 
She brought to a bitter end her marriage, a demon of 

harm 
Escorted by Xenian Zeus to Priam's sons in disguise, 
An evil Erinys that brought down mournings on 

many a bride. 
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Antistrophe y. 

Now among mortals there is an ancient saying of old, 
That when a man's fortune has once grown great, it 

begets for the race, 
Ere it dies, a numerous brood of insatiate sufferings 

there. 
But apart from others myself a contrary proverb I 

hold, 
For impiety gets many such, who are like to their 

sires in the face, 
But ever the house of the just with beautiful children 

is fair. 

Strophe S. 

For the old original pride begets, before it expires, 
A second and after-pride, in the evils of mortals 

renewed. 
Sooner or later, whenever the fated time shall have 

come. 
And the youthful scion brings forth a rancorous 

wrath in the home. 
With a bold and unholy demon, that flourisheth 

unsubdued, 
A dark and accursed pair of she-devils resembling 

their sires. 

Antistrophe 8, 

And righteousness even shines in the smoky abodes of 
the poor, 
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Holding in honour the life that is just, with averted 
eyes 

Leaving the golden homes that are foul'd with defile- 
ment of hands, 

Holding all such as naught, in the house of the holy 
she stands, 

Caring no whit for the power of wealth that men 
foolishly prize : 

But duly biding her time brings all to fulfilment sure. 

\E titer Agamemnon and Cassandra, The 
Chorus marches to meet them. 

Ah ! my sovereign, sacker of Ilium, 

Offspring of Atreus, 
How shall I reverence, how address thee, 
Neither o'er stepping nor coming short of 

Compliment's boundary 1 
Many preferring the fair to the real 
Transgress the suggestions of honour ; 
For to sigh over a friend in misfortune 
Each one is ready : but no pang of sorrow 
Within him is piercing the bosom. 
Moulding their lips such sympathise freely. 
Constraining their face to be mournful. 
But that prince who is versed in character. 
Is not deceived by the eyes of a liar. 
Who under pretence of a kindly intention 
Can fawn with a watery firiendship. 
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Thee, erewhile when starting for Ilium, 
To pursue Helen (I will not conceal it) 
I depicted in colours unfavourable, 
Skillessly guiding the helm of intelligence, 
Boldness from offerings 

In d)dng warriors begetting. 
But now from the inmost heart, and lovingly 

I say " sweet is labour when over." 
And thou shalt find one day by experience, 
Which of the citizens, left behind thee, 
Was faithful and which was unfriendly. 

Agamemnon, 

First it is fitting to address with prayers 

The city Argos and the indigenous gods. 

Causes in part of my return, and that 

Just vengeance wrought by me on Priam's town. 

For by no verbal pleading of orators 

Guided, the gods decreed Tro/s utter death. 

Casting their votes into the fatal urn 

Unwaveringly ; and in the opposite jar 

The hope that entered came not to the brim. 

Now where the captured town was, smoke alone 

Arises : while the sacrifices of woe 

Yet live, the embers dying with the smoke 

Send up on high the wafts of costly scent. 

For these things to the gods our mindful thanks 

Are owing, seeing that in very truth 
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We have cast the lofty stake-nets about Troy, 
And in requital of a woman's wrong 
The Argive monster-horse, with its fell load 
Of warriors, has ground the city to dust, 
Making its leap what time the Pleiads set : 
And our raw-feeding lion bounding o'er 
The walls, has lapp'd his fill of royal blood. 

{To the Chorus) 

And now my prelude to the gods is o'er, 
I would acknowledge in tiun your sentiments ; 
You have me on your side, and they are mine. 
For few men have this inborn, without grudge 
To reverence a friend when fortunate. 
For angry venom, seated at the heart, 
Doubles the burthen the sick man endures, 
And he is bowed down with his own great woes 
And groans beholding another's happiness. 
I speak from knowledge, for I know too well, 
The mirror of friendship, the shadow of a shade 
Were they who seem'd exceedingly my friends. 
Ulysses alone, the very man who sail'd 
Against his will, was in all things with me 
A ready yokefellow, whether I speak of him • 
Living or dead. Now of what things concern 
The city and gods, summoning a common host 
We will take counsel in a full conclave : 
And plan how what goes well may still endure, 
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But what things call for healing remedies, 
We cutting or burning away with kind intent 
Will strive to turn aside the evil's course. 
But now to enter my domestic halls 
Even to the inmost hearth, and there greet first 
The gods who sent and brought me back again. 
May victory, as it follow'd me, still endure. 

ClytiBmnestra. 

Citizens, elders of the Argives here, 

Shame shall hinder me from telling you 

The love I bore my husband : bashfiilness 

Dies out, as age increases. From my own 

Experience I will tell the wretched life 

I bore, the whole while the king fought at Troy. 

First 'tis a monstrous evil for a wife 

To sit at home deserted by her lord. 

Hearing many injurious reports. 

For one to come proclaiming in the house 

Disaster, and another follow with 

A second sorrow greater than the first. 

For if my husband has had all the wounds 

They kept announcing, then his body is 

As full of punctures as a fisher's net. 

And if he died as often as they said. 

Truly a triple-bodied Geryon 

He might have boasted that he had received 

Above him, not to speak of that below, 
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An ample three^fold mantle of piFd earth, 
•Once done to death in every separate form. 
By reason of such injurious reports, 
Many a time the suicidal noose 
I fasten'd for myself, men cut in twain. 
And for this reason our son stands not here. 
Who should, the evidence of our common love, 
Orestes : wonder not at this mishap. 
For he is nurtur'd by a faithful friend, 
Strophius, the Phocian, thy firm ally. 
Who put to me the woes that might befall. 
Thy danger there at Troy, and anarchy 
Of popular clamour, that might overthrow 
The city and the elders, since men love 
To set their heel upon a fallen foe. i 
Such pretext bears no guile upon its face. 
Myself, the flowing fountains of mine eyes 
Are spent with weeping, and no tear is left. 
And in late watchings has my sight grown dim 
Weeping for thee, because the signal fires 
Unkindled were : and in my dreams I woke 
At the light buzzing of the noisy gnat. 
Seeing on thy behalf more woes than could 
Have happened to thee the brief while I slept 
Having borne all this, with mind free from grief 
I would now tell my lord I reckon him 
The watch dog of the fold, the ship's main stay. 
The upright pillar of a lofty roof, 
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A father's one son born to him, a land 
Seen by despairing sailors far away, 
Fair weather at length appearing after storm, 
A flowing rivulet to a man parched with thirst. 
'Tis pleasant to get free from all constraint 

I hold him worthy of such endearing terms. 

• 

May envy stand afar : the ills we bore 
Aforetime were so many. But now, my lord, 
Beloved head, descend from this mule car ; 
But place not on the ground thy foot, O king, 
Sacker of Ilium's citadel. Ye slaves, 
Why linger ye, to whom it is ordain'd 
To strew his path with purple vestments rare 1 
Let the whole road be strewn with them, that so 
Justice may lead him to an unlook'd for home. 
{Aside) For the rest my mind, unvisited by sleep. 
Shall rightly order the decrees of God. 

Agamemnon. 

Daughter of Leda, guardian of my home, 
Thy speech was like mine absence, in this wise. 
That it was long : but words of well-weighed praise 
Another's lips than thine should pay to me. 
For the rest flatter not with woman's ways. 
Nor treating me like a barbarian prince. 
Gape on me with these prostrate, slavish cries. 
Nor strewing my path with robes rouse envy up : 
Such honours are given to the gods alone. 
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And for a living man to set his foot 

On beauteous purples, in my heart at least 

Would certainly cause terror. I say this ; 

Reverence me as a man, not as a god. 

My fame is known without these rich foot-cloths 

Cunningly woven ; and the greatest gift 

Given by the gods is a mind free from guile. 

That man alone deem happy in his lot, 

Who ends his life in conscious happiness. 

I have good hope while I act thus in all. 

CtyttBfnnestra. 
Contend not so with this my cherish'd wish. 

Agamemnon, 
My judgment none shall alter for the worse. 

Clytcemnestra, 
Did you in terror promise thus to act ? 

Agamemnon, 
Good cause I had for this decision, be sure. 

Clytcemnestra. 
And what would Priam have done in such a case ? 

Agamemnon, 
He would have walk'd upon the robes, I think. 
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Clyicemnestra, 
Pay no heed now to the reproach of men. 

Agamemnon, 
Yet popular clamour is of great strength and might. 

Clytcemnestra, 
A man unenvied is not fortunate. 

Agamemnon. 
Tis not a woman's part thus to contend. 

Clytcemnestra, 
The prosperous may yield without disgrace. 

Agamemnon, 
Have you such longing for this victory ? 

Clytcemnestra, 
Concede : with good grace yield the palm to me. 

Agamemnon, 

Since you desire it, let some one with speed 
Unloose the slavish sandal of my foot : 
And while I walk on them, may no god's eye 
In jealousy see and strike me from afar. 
For 'tis a shame to spoil the garments thus. 
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Marring the wealth of silver-purchased dyes. 
Enough of this : bring the strange lady in, 
And treat her kindly : gentle conquerors 
The god beholds with favour from afar. 
For willingly none come beneath the yoke : 
And she, the chosen flower of many slaves. 
The army's gift, followed with me from Troy. 
Since I am forced to yield to you this, 
I will go in treading on purple robes. 

Clyt(B7nnestra, 

There is a sea, and who shall drain it dry % 

Rich with great store of costly gushing juice 

Of purple, inexhaustible, for dyes ; 

Of this the gods have given our house, O King, 

Abundance, and the palace knows not want 

I would have vowed the trampling of many robes 

Had it been bidden me in oracles, 

When I devis'd how I might bring thee home. 

For while the root exists, around the house 

The leaves still spring, and cast o'er it a shade 

Against the sun, even when Sirius shines. 

Ever when Zeus from bitter grapes makes wine, 

Then is refreshing coolness in the house, 

The while the husband bideth in his home. 

\Exit Agamem?ion. 
Zeus, Zeus, fulfiller, fulfil thou my prayers : 
Take heed of that thou meanest to fulfil. \Exit, 
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Chorus. 
Strophe a. 

Why ever thus untir'd 

In front of my boding heart 

Does this vision hovering stay % 

And a song unbidden, unhired, 

Foresight to me impart % 

Nor confidence keep its post, 

Strong to cast it away, 

Like a dream that is hard to discern ? 

Past and grown old are the hours, 

When with fastenings of rope at the stem 

The ships were beach*d, when the naval host 

Rose up against Ilium's towers. 

ArUistrophe a. 

For all myself I perceive 
The return with eyes of my own, 
My spirit, self-taught, in thrall, 
A Fury's dirge will weave. 
Of harsh unmusical tone. 
And into it not at all 
Is confident hope instilled. 
Nor in vain with bodings possessed. 
My heart with horrible bound 
Beats up against its breast 
I pray, but trust not that unfulfill'd 

They may fall in vain to the ground. 
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Strophe fi. 

For the limit of growing health 

Is ever insatiate, 

And close at hand watches grief, 

While a man's luck sailing straight 

Strikes on an unseen reef. 

But if one cast from him in heed 

With nicely apportion'd throw 

A moderate part of his wealth, 

The whole house, laden with woe. 

Sinks not, wreck'd by his greed ; 
And oft far and wide through the breadth of his fertile 

far spreading fields, 
As recompence, Zeus in his mercy a bountiful harvest 
yields. 

Antistrophe p. 

But when once the black blood 
Has fallen in front of a man, 
Who may recall it with song ? 
When one to raise men began. 
He availed not against Zeus long. 
And had not the god sent fate. 
Of the falling family kept 
Its fate from reaping good. 
My tongue my heart had out-leapt, 
Uttering warnings of weight : 

E 
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But now obscurely it murmurs in sorrow, devoid of 

hope, 
With the knot that the gods must unravel, unable itself 

to cope. 

[Re-enter Clytcemnestra, 

Clytcemnestra, 

Do you too get within, Cassandra ; since 
Zeus in his mercy has vouchsafed to you 
To share with us lustrations, and to stand 
Close by the altar of the Ctesian god 
Amid the many other slaves. Descend 
From this mule car, and be not arrogant. 
Why, even Alcmena's son to bondage once 
Was sold, and felt the yoke about his neck ; 
And when such a necessity does befall, 
*Tis best to have lords of long-standing wealth ; 
For they who reap well unexpectedly 
Are beyond measure cruel to their slaves. 
An average treatment you will meet with here. 

Chorus {to Cassandra), 

It is to you the Queen so plainly speaks. 
Caught in the toils of fate, you may obey. 
If so disposed, yet you may disobey. 

Clytcemnestra, 
But if she be not like the Thracian bird 
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Endowed with a barbarian unknown tongue, 
She comprehends, and will obey my words. 

Chorus (to Cassandra), 

Follow her : as things are, she counsels best ; 
Obey, and leave your seat upon the car. 

Clytcemnestra, 

I have no time to waste with her out here ; 
For by the central altar the sheep stand, 
Already waiting for the sacrifice, 
In honour of this unhop'd-for victory. 

(To Cassandra), 

But you, if you will yield, make no delay ; 
And if from witlessness you miss my words, 
Speak not, but signal with your foreign hand. 

Chorus, 

She seems to want a clear interpreter ; 

Her eyes are a wild beast's, caught in the toils. 

Clytcemnestra, 

No, she is mad, and hearkening to bad thoughts, 
Who, hither from a newly-captured town 
Has come, and knows not how to bear the yoke, 
Before she foams away her rage in blood 
I will stay no more to be dishonoured thus. [Exit. 

£ 2 



52 

Chortis. 

I will not be wroth, for I pity her. 

Come, hapless lady, step down from the car ; 

Yield to your fate and try on the new yoke. 

Cassandra. Strophe a. 
Apollo ! Apollo 1 hear and befriend me, for woe is me. 

Chorus, 

Why cries of woe toward the Loxian % 
He is no god to love a mourner's voice. 

Cassandra, Antistrophe cu 
Apollo ! Apollo ! hear and befriend me, for woe is me. 

Chorus, 

Again with bitter words she calls a god. 
Whose way is not to hear a cry of pain. 

Cassandra, Strophe B, 

Apollo ! Apollo ! god of the highway, destroyer of 

me ! 
For thou hast destroyed me again in thy jealousy 

miserably. 

Chon^, 

She seems a soothsayer of her own woes : 
Even in slavery she has oracular power. * 
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Cassandra, Antistrophi p, 

Apollo 1 Apollo ! god of the highway, destroyer of me ! 
Into what place hast thou led me ? What hall is this 
that I see ? 

Chorus, 

Tis the Atridae's : if you know it not, 
This I can tell you. You will find it true. 

Cassandra. Strophe y. 

Nay, but the gods abhor it : the many murders of kin 
My evidence are, and the horrible hanging nooses 

within : 
Tis a slaughter-house of mortals, the floors of it 

dripping with blood. 

Chorus. 

The lady seems keen-scented like a hound. 
And seeking out whose murder she may trace. 

Cassandra. Antistrophe y. 

These are my witnesses, these are they in whom I 

trust. 
The little children bewailing the impious butchering 

thrust. 
The flesh of them roasted with fire and given to the 
father for food. 
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Chorus, 

Truly we heard of your oracular power 
Long since, but now we need not soothsayers. 

Cassandra, Strophe S. 

Horror of horrors, ah ! what is she plotting there 1 
What is this new and hideous crime she makes haste 

to prepare, 
Not to be borne or heaFd ? And succour is far away. 

Chorus, 

These soothsayings I know not, but I knew 
The others, for with them all the city rings. 

Cassandra, Aniistrophe 8. 

Have you the heart to do it? Over the bath you 

bend, — 
The husband of your bed,^ — ^how shall I make an end ? 
*Twill be, for hand after hand stretches forward, eager 

to slay. 

Chorus, 

I comprehend not, for I am perplexed 

With oracles dim, that follow on dark sayings. 

Cassandra, Strophe c. 

Aha ! and what is this \ a net of hell in her hand ! 
The wife of his bosom his death ! Now let the untir'd 
band 
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That feed on the house raise a shout for one more 
that shall die by the stone. 

Chorus. 

What fury is this you bid set up a shout 
Over the palace 1 Your words cheer me not 

Strophe f. 

And to my heart ran the blood, 

Leaving me pale as death, 
That gushing forth in a flood 

From a deep wound, stayeth the breath, 
And the rays of life grow dim, and bewilderment 
hasteneth. 

Cassandra, Antistrophe c 

See there ! keep off the cow from the bull. She is 

crafty and sly ; 
She pushes with her black horn, and he falls in the 

waters to die. 
I tell you the vengeance she wreaks in the treacherous 

bath alone. 

Chorus. 

I boast not to be skilFd in soothsayings. 
Yet I can liken this to some mishap. 
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Antistrophe f 

What good may mortal eyes 

In oracles discern ? 
Their course through evil lies, 

Down every double and turn. 
Fear only of prophesied ill they ever bring us to learn. 

Cassandra. Strophe rj. 

Alas ! for my luckless fortunes ! for now other woes 

beside, 
I will dwell on my own great sorrows, pouring them 

into the tide. 
Why hast thou led me hither, only to die with thee, 

why? 

Chorus, 

Raving, and by some god possessed, 
Thou singest of thyself to us 

A strain that is no strain, 
A tawny nightingale thou art, 
Who in the sorrow of her heart 
Calleth on Itys without rest 
Through a long life monotonous 

Of never fading pain. 

Cassandra, Antistrophe rj. 

Ah ! and ah 1 for the fate of the clear-voiced nightin- 
gale ! 
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The gods cloth'd her with wings, sweet life, with 

nought to bewail ; 
But for me abideth rending with the two-edged sword 

and to die. 

Chorus, 

Whence is this god-sent madness 1 whence 
Do these vain, groundless prophecies 

Come crowding on thee 1 say. 
That in tones dismal of thy woes 
Thou dost these fearful notes compose, 
Shrill-piercing, ominous, intense % 
How didst thou reach the boundaries 

Of the prophetic way? 

Cassandra, Strophe 0, 

Woe for the wife thy friends that slew, 

O Paris ! woe for thee. 
Sweet river by whose side I grew ; 
Who soon by banks Cocytian, 
And chill streams Acherusian, 

Shall chaunt my prophecy. 

Chorus. 

What are these too clear words of woe, 

A child might understand ? 
And I am smitten with a blow 
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That fetches blood, the piteous ring 
Of shrill cries from one suffering 
Fates marvellously planned. 

Cassandra, Antistrophe 6, 

Woe for the labours of my town, 

That perished utterly ! 
The blood of oxen that fell down 
In rivulets the towers around, 
But naught avail'd ; here on the ground 

I cast myself to die. 

[She springs from the car. 

Chorus, 

These words are like thy former ones ; 

Some cruel deity 
. Elicits fron^ thee these death moans 
Distressful, with no clasp of love 
Falling upon thee from above. 

The end I may not see. 

Cassandra. 

Well then, my oracle shall look forth no longer 
Behind its veils, like a new-wedded bride ; 
But with a clear keen gale towards the east 
Blowing shall reach you, and to the brightening sky 
Wave like shall dash a greater woe than this. 
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And I will speak no longer in dark sayings ; . 

Only do ye run with me on my course, 

And witness how I scent out all the tracks 

Of horrid deeds done here in days gone by. 

I say this roof is haunted by a choir 

That chaunts in concert, but in evil strains, 

For evil is the burden of its song. 

And now that they are drunk with human gore, 

The revelling company of sister Furies, 

The more emboldened, stand fast by the house, 

Hard to dismiss, and never moving off. 

Sing for then* song the first original crime. 

And each in turn abominates the bed 

That shewed no mercy to its violator. 

Do I miss, or like an archer hit the truth ? 

Or am I indeed a lying prophetess, 

A mere street- walking hireling ? Hereafter 

Be ye my witnesses when I am gone. 

And swear it now, that of myself I know 

The horrors of this god-forsaken halL 

Chorus* 

Nay, how can any oath, how strong soe'er. 
How generously soever given, be 
Of any use in this % though I do marvel 
That you a stranger from across the sea 
Should know so accurately these foreign tales. 
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Cassandra, 
The seer Apollo appointed me to this office. 

Chorus, 
Mean you the god was smitten with desire % 

Cassandra, 
Time was my shame forbade me to say so. 

Chorus, 
Aye, in prosperity we all are delicate. 

Cassandra, 
He as a lover inspired in me great joy. 

Chorus, 
And did you bear him children in due course % 

Cassandra, 
Our troths were plighted, but I played him false. 

Chorus^ 
Were you already possessed of prophecy % 

Cassandra, 
Already I had warned my countrymen. 
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Chorus, 
So you escaped the vengeance of the god % 

Cassandra, 
Ah I no ; for no man trusted me in aught 

Chorus, 
Now you are trusted though by us in this. 

Caisandra, 

Aha ! Aha ! Oh ! woe ! 

Again the terrible pang of faithful prophecy 

Tortures me, harasses with steadfast strains. 

See ye these children here that haunt the house, 

Like to the shadowy figures seen in dreams ? 

Ghosts as of infants murdered by their kin. 

Their own hands holding as food their own flesh. 

Their own hearts and entrails, piteous loud. 

Of which their father's teeth were made to eat. 

Tis for this reason there is one now plots, 

A cowardly lion, biding in his lair 

At home, awaiting him who now returns. 

My master ; for I bear the slavish yoke. 

And he that led the fleet and captured Troy, 

Knows not yet how the tongue of that lewd hound 

That greeted him so flatteringly but now, 

Will bring him to dishonour, like a foul 
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Unseen disease festering within a man. 

Such is her daring ; she will murder him, 

A woman a man. What hateful monster's name 

Befits her best ? an Amphisboena, or 

A Scylla, lurking in rocks devouring men 1 

A raging hag of hell, breathing curses 

Implacable on all her kith and kin 1 

And what a loud exultant shout she rais'd. 

Like a warrior's when he sees the battle reel ; 

The all-daring murderess ! And yet she seems 

Only too thankful for his safe return. 

But why prate thus ? Ye will not credit me. 

And yet what matters it ? It is all one. 

What will come, must come. Soon you'll pity me ; 

And say I was too true in all my words. 

Chorus. 

Thyestes' banquet on his children's flesh 
I know and shudder at, and greatly fear, 
Hearing you speak about it in plain words 
Without disguise : but for the rest I fail 
To follow you, and fall from out the course. 

Cassandra. 
I tell you you shall look on your king's death. 

CJiorus. 
Unhappy maid, silence your impious tongue. 
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Cassandra, 
The Healer is not here to change my words. 

Chorus, 
Too true, if death be at hand, but heaven avert it. 

Cassandra. 
While you are praying, they are killing him. 

Chorus, 
What man is he prepares the cursed deed % 

Cassandra, 
Surely you have mistaken all I said. 

Chorus, 
I see not what his plan is for the crime. 

Cassandra, 
And yet I thought I spoke the Grecian tongue. 

Chorus, 
So Delphian verse is Greek, but hard to learn. 

Cassandra, 

Aha ! what fire ! and over me it flows. 

Lycean Phoebus, woe is me 1 is me !^ 

This two-footed lioness, pairing with a wolf 
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During the absence of the noble lion, 

Will slay me, wretched maiden ! and like one 

Mixing a deadly draught of poison'd wine. 

She swears that she will add vengeance for me 

To her cup of wrath, and whets her sword the while 

To murder him because he brought me here. 

These badges of mine, why do I wear them yet 

A mockery, oracular staves and crowns ? 

Before my death thee now I will destroy. 

Away, perish, lie there : I soon will follow : 

Adorn some other wretch instead of me. 

See, here is Apollo hastening himself 

To strip me of my robes of prophecy. 

And standing by, and watching me even in this 

Sacred attire, laughed at with one consent 

Among my friends by enemies in vain. 

And he has made me bear words of reproach. 

Beggar and fortuneteller, starveling, drab. 

And now, though he himself invested me 

With this prophetic art, himself has led 

His old love thus into this fatal snare. 

And the block instead of my altar waits for me 

Butcher'd with the quick-slaughtering victim stroke. 

Yet unavenged of the gods we shall not die. 

For there shall come to avenge us one more sinner, 

A son to slay his mother, and repay 

His father's death. You, though a wanderer now, 

An exile, and estranged from this his land, 
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He shall return to put the crowning stone 
On the great pillar of crime built up already. 
For the high gods combining together have sworn 
A mighty oath to bring him hither soon, 
Drawn by the prostrate body of his sire. 
But why thus piteously do I bewail 1 
Have I not seen my own dear town of Troy 
Faring as she did fare, her townsmen all * 
O'ermaster'd by the judgment of the gods 1 
I too will go and face my death, and here 
I address these portals as the gates of hell. 
Only one thing I pray for, a deep wound, 
That I may close my eyes without a pang, 
Feeling my life slip painlessly away. 

Chorus. 

O lady, very wretched, very wise. 
Your words are many ; yet if you in truth 
Know of your coming destiny so well. 
How is it that, like a heifer led by gods, 
You walk towards the altar fearlessly 1 

Cassandra, 
My friends, I may avoid it now no more. 

CAorus. 
Yet he that dies last, some advantage has. 

F 
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Cassandra, 
My day is come : I shall gain naught by flight. 

Chorus, 
You are a patient sufferer, brave of heart. 

Cassandra, 
Such praises fall not to the fortunate. 

Chorus, 
Still to die gloriously is some grace to man. 

Cassandra, 
Alas ! my father, thou and thy noble sons. 

Chorus. 
What is it now thus makes you start aside % 

Cassandra, 

. Woe ! Woe ! 

Chorus, 
Why thus cry * woe,* except it be some loathing ? 

Cassandra, 

The whole house reeks with spilt blood, murder, 
gore.. 
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Chorus, 
Surely not : 'tis the smell of sacrifice. 

Cassandra, 
It is too like the vapour from a tomb. 

Chorus {aside). 
This cannot be the Syrian altar scent. 

Cassandra. 

And now to chaunt my death cry and my lord's, 
Even in the palace. I have lived my life. 
Ah ! me I my friends, 

'Tis not thro' vain fear I am distrustful now, 
Like a bird that thinks each bush a limdd lure. 
When I am dead, bear witness to me in this : 
When in my place a woman shall have fallen. 
And in my lord's a man. I call on you. 
My last, last witnesses : for now I die. 

Chort^. 
Lady, we pity your appointed lot. 

Cassandra. 

Once more and finally I would utter now 
No dirge, a curse. I call upon the sun, 

F 2 
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Looking to his last light, to hear my prayer ; 
That these our murderers for their murders done, 
When they pay heavily in that day of doom 
For my lord's death, may also pay for me, 
For me, a wretched slave of no account. 
Alas, for human destiny ! when fair, 
It is as variable and as easily changed 
As the outline of a drawing, and when dark, 
One quick wipe of a sponge, one sudden blow 
Obliterates the design ; and this I hold 
Far worse than that, unhappiness than death. 



Ohorus, 

All men hanker with longings insatiate 
After prosperity: none of the eminent 
Closing his doors in distrust forbids her, 

Saying " Enter not into my homestead." 
Unto our king the immortals have given 

Priam's city. 
Hither home he has come god-honour'd. 
But should he now for blood long spilt pay, 
And now dying accomplish a penance 

For deaths inflicted on others, 
What man living may boast he is bom with 

A destiny free from misfortune % 

Agamemnon {behind the Scenes), 
Ah ! I am smitten with deadly blow within. 



[Exit 
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Chorus, 
Whose voice was that spoke of a deadly wound % 

Agamemnon {behind the Scenes), 

Woe, woe is me ! I am smitten again, again. 
( The Chorus rush wildly to and fro,) 

ist Elder. 

f 

By the king's moan the murder is worked out. 
Let us take counsel how we may escape. 

2?ui Elder, 

This is my plan, sirs ; to the citizens 

Let us. send word. that they bring succour here. 

^rd Elder. 

I am for bursting in on them at once, 

To prove the matter while the sword is wet 

^h Elder. 

And I, a sharer in that judgment, vote 
For action. This is no time for delay. 

^th Elder. 

Clear is their object. This first act of theirs 
Indicates tyranny in store for us. 
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dth Elder. 

Aye, for we linger. They the while sleep not : 
But spurn delay with violence under foot. 

*lth Elder, 

I know not well which counsel is the best. 
The doer should consider ere he act 

^th Elder, 

I say the same. I know not any way 
AVith words to raise up the dead man again. 

^th Elder, 

Shall we live on, submitting craven-wise 
To the rule of these defilers of the house ? 

\oth Elder, 

It is unbearable. Better 'twere to die. 
A milder lot were that than tyranny. 

wth Elder, 

What ! shall we thus conjecturing from groans 
Draw our conclusions that the king is dead % 

12th Elder, 

Clear knowledge should precede this wrath of ours. 
Clear knowledge and mere guessing are two things 
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Leader of the Chorus, 

This motion the majority support ; 

To learn with certainty our sovereign's fate. 

\ClyUBmnestra is disclosed standing over the dead 

bodies of the King and Cassandra, 

Clytcemnestra, 

Many words spake I cunningly of late. 

I have no shame to speak now contrariwise. 

For how by open enmity could one ^ 

Set up a ruinous net none might leap o'er 

Around a man men thought was dear to me % 

To me this contest in due lapse of time 

Not heedless of an ancient quarrel came. 

Now it is done, I stand here where I smote, 

And I confess I wrought it so, that he 

Might neither ward off nor escape his doom. 

Around him, as it were a fishing net, 

I cast a fatal, costly, encircling robe. 

And smite him twice : and with two moans of pain 

He felt his limbs at once sink under him. 

And when he was fallen to the ground, I add 

One more, a third stab, votive offering 

To Hades, keeper of the dead below. 

And thus he yielded his indignant soul 

Lying beforp my feet, and gurgling forth 
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With sudden pantings the sharp spurts of blood, 
Smote me with crimson drops of gory dew. 
And I was glad, as a cornfield is glad, 
Feeling the heaven-sent showers shed on it, 
When the green leaf is issuing from the bud. 
Since this is so, ye Argive elders here, 
Rejoice or not : / glory in the deed. 
If it were possible with propriety 
To pour libations on a corpse, to him 
This had been rightly, yea, most rightly done. 
Seeing with suclraccursM ills he fijrd 
Within the house a bowl, and coming home 
In triumph, took and drained it to the dregs. 

Chorus, 

We marvel hearing your audacious tongue, 
Who o'er a husband utter such a boast. 

ClytcBmnestra, 

Ye put me to the test, thinking I am 

A senseless woman, but with undaunted heart 

/ speak to you who know. Tis one to me 

Whether ye will to praise or blame. This is 

My husband, Agamemnon, a dead corpse, 

The doing of my right hand, that wrought on him 

A righteous deed. This is how these things are. 
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Chorus, Strophe a. 

What baneful earth-sprung drug, my queen, 

What potion from the sea, 
Has entered in your lips between. 
That you have taken on your head 
A people's curse unnumbered ] 
You cut him off, you cast him down. 
Hated for ever, from the town 

An outcast shall you be. 

Clyta&mnestra, 

You would decree for me now banishment 
And citizens' hatred and a people's curse. 
Who cast upon my lord here no reproach 
Then, when he holding her a mere brute beast, 
While his sheep swarm'd around in fleecy flocks, 
Slew his own daughter, the travail of my womb. 
To chain the Thracian breezes. Should you not 
Have driven him then in vengeance from the land 
For his defilements % When you see my deeds, 
You are a bitter dicast. But / say, 
Threaten me, knowing that I am prepared 
That you should rule, if you can conquer me j 
But if God bring about the opposite. 
You shall learn wisdom taught by violence. 



n 
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Chorm, Antisirophe a. 

Full are you of proud counselling 

And talking haughtily : 
Your mind is mad with murdering : 
From sprinkling of his blood I trace 
The stain conspicuous on your face. 
One day shall you, when blow for blow 
You pay for this your husband's woe, 

Ctf friends deserted be. 

Clyicemnestra. 

You hear, too, this my solemn oath : I swear 
Verily by the vengeance perfected 
For my dead daughter ; by Erinys, too, 
And At^, unto whom I offered him, 
I have no dread lest fear should set its foot 
Within the hall, while fire at my hearth-stone 
Is kindled by ^gisthus, while he lives 
And holds me dear as in the days gone by. 
In him we have no puny shield of hope. 
Dead is the outrager of my happiness, 
Many a Chryseis cherished there in Troy : 
Dead is the captive seer of visions too. 
His trusty prophetess and paramour. 
Who lay among the sailors between decks. 
Both met with their deserts : he, as I said ; 
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And she has perished swan-like, chaunting forth 
Her last death-song : dear unto him was she 
Living, and now has given dying to me 
A relish to the luxury of my bed. 

Chorus, 

Would that on us with speed might come 
No lingering death within the home, 
But sudden freedom void of pain : 
That we forgetting all, possessed 
Of everlasting sleep, might rest. 
Now that our lov'd lord is no more. 
Who for a woman long toils bore. 
And by a woman's hand is slain. 

Strophe jS. 

Ah ! foolish Helen, who alone 

Of brave souls slewest many an one 

At Troy, both friend and foe ; 
Now hast thou caused to flower again 
The eternal, uncleans'd murder stain. 
The old long-standing misery. 
That clave fast to the family. 

Hath laid the husband low. 
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Clytcemnesira, 

Pray not thus for a speedy deliverance, 

Heavy with sorrow ; 
Nor against Helen utter reproaches, 
Saying that she was the slayer of heroes. 
Ending the lives of numberless Grecians, 

And working a ruinous anguish. 

Chorus, Antistrophe p. 

Demon, who ever vigorous 
Upon the house of Tantalus 

Dost like a wrestler fall ; 
Who now by woman*s hands dost keep 
A sway my heart doth seeing weep, 
A hateful crow upon the dead 
Perch'd, thou dost chaunt a chaunt of dread 

Discordant in the hall. 

Clytcemnestra, 

Now in the words of your mouth you are truthful, 
Naming the thrice gorg'd family demon. 

He it is nourishes 
In us the passion for blood lapping. 
Ere the original woe is staunched 

A second shedding arises. 
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Chorus, Strophe y. 

The demon of the house you name, 

Strong and of heavy wrath. 
Ah ! evil naming of a fate 
Mischievous and insatiate ! 
Ah ! *twas through Zeus the whole woe came, 

Zeus who in all things hath 
Among mankind dominion, 

The worker out of all. 
For what without king Zeus is done 

Of all that doth befall 1 
Alas ! alas ! my sovereign, 

How shall I mourii for thee 1 
In what form utter words of pain 

From the heart lovingly? 
Thou liest breathing breathing out thy life 

This spider's web within ; 
With impious death thy soul has sped. 
Alas ! for this unroyal bed ! 
Alas ! for thee in treacherous strife 

Slain by the javelin ! 

Clyt<Bmnestra, 

You in asserting that this was my doing 

Never regard me as 
Queen of the slaughtered Agamemnon. 



78 

It was the ancient stem avenging 
Spirit of Atf eus, grievous banqueter, 
Likening itself to the wife of the dead, that 
Slew him in payment, 
A full grown man for an infant. 

Chorus, Antistrophe y. 

That you are guiltless of his blood, 

Where is the witness gone ? 
In no wise are you innocent ; 
Though some small aid might have been lent 
By the halFs demon. With a flood 

Ares is pressing on, 
By freshening showers of kindred gore 

An ending to attain. 
Where vengeance shall be paid no more 

For blood of children slain. 
Alas ! alas ! my sovereign. 

How may I mourn for thee 1 
In what form utter words of pain 

From the heart lovingly % 
Thou Hest breathing out thy life 

This spider's web within % 
With impious death thy soul is sped. 
Alas ! for this unroyal bed ! 
Alas ! for thee in treacherous strife 

Slain by the javelin ! 
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Clytcemnestra, 

He too wrought in the palace a treacherous 

Family murder. 
Ever lamented Iphigenia, 
My own daughter and his, he foully 
Cruelly treated and rightly has perished. 
Wherefore let him not glory in Hades, 

Now we have slain him 

As he first set the example. 

Chorus. Strophe 8. 

Ready expedient none at all. 

No quick device have I, 
Whither to turn ere the house fall. 
I fear the pattering of the blood, 
That shakes the basement with its flood. 

Whose first drops have passed by. 
On a new whetstone destiny 
Whets vengeance for new agony. 
Would, O earth, I had lain beneath thee, 
Ere I had seen him stretched in slumber 
In the depths of the silvery vessel. 
Who will bury him ] Who will bewail him ? 
Will you dare to perform this also ? 
And in requital for deeds of daring 
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Grant to his shade a thankless favour, 

And mourn for the man you have murder'd ? 
Who in tears for the god-like hero 
Uttering o'er him his funeral praises 
Will stand, in sincerity weeping ? 

Clytcemnestra. 

You it imports not to trouble about that 

Duty : at our hands 
He fell down dead, and we will bury him, 
Not with bewailings of the halFs inmates, 
But his own daughter Iphigenia 

Shall, as is fitting, 
Meeting her father by the swift flowing 
River of Acheron, in her embraces 

Enfold and lovingly kiss him. 

Chorus, Antistrophe 5. 

Here is disdain paid with disdain, 

Howbeit 'tis obscure. 
Robber is robbed, and murderer slain : 
As long as time and Zeus shall last, 
The god's decree abideth fast ; 

Suffering shall reach the doer. 
Who may cast out the accursed brood % 
The whole race welded is to blood. 
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Clytctmnestra, 

Now with truth your oracular utterance 

Hither advances. 
But with the demon of the Pleisthenidae 
My will is to make a compact, 
To endure what is done, though hard to endure, 
If for the future he leaving the palace 

Smite others with mutual slaughter. 

Then would suffice for me 
Ever so little of all ray possessions, 

Could we but cast off 
This mania for family murders. 

\Enter yEgisthus, 

JEgisthus, 

O welcome light of vengeance-bearing day, 
Now know I that the gods above the earth 
Behold and recompense the wrongs of men. 
Seeing with joy I see in woven robes 
Of Furies this mine enemy cast down. 
Paying for treachery of his father's hands. 
For Atreus, ruler of this land, his sire, 
Disputing for the sovereignty, drove forth 
From city and home, to speak in simple words, 
Thyestes, his own brother, and my sire. *- 

G 
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And coming back a suppliant to the hearth, 

Wretched Thyestes won the safety due, 

Defiling not with blood his father's floor. 

But Atreus, this man's impious father, then 

With ready zeal rather than kind intent, 

Seeming to keep a sacrificial day 

In honour of forgiveness of the past, 

Gave to my sire his children's flesh for food. 

In the dish making imperceptible 

The feet and fingers of the hands, he sat 

Apart from all men, at the table's end. 

Then of the food that ruined all the race, 

My father taking in his ignorance ate ; 

But made aware of the ill-boding deed 

Moan'd bitterly, and from the feast fell back 

Vomiting, pra)dng that imbearable 

Great woes might fall on the Pelopidae, 

Predicting from the table overturned 

The overthrow of Pleisthenes's house. 

This is why men see this man fallen here. 

I am the rightful planner of his death. 

For me, a little child in swaddling clothes, 

The thirteenth son of an unlucky sire, 

Along with him he drove out from the land. 

But vengeance rear'd and brought me back again. 

And though a stranger I laid hands on him, 

Framhig for him all kinds of treachery ; 
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So that with pleasure I could even die, 
Seeing him lying in revenge's net. 

Chorus. 

^gisthus, be not insolent in woes. 
You say you slew this man deliberately, 
And alone planned this lamentable death. 
I say that on your head shall rightly fall 
Stoning, amid the bowlings of the crowd. 

^gisihus. 

But you are seated at the lower oars : 
The upper benches of the ship hold rule. 
You shall soon see it is no pleasant thing 
For aged men to learn by violence 
Unwilling wisdom. Chains and hunger pangs 
Are best of charmers, having power to teach 
Even old age. Seeing will you not see 1 
For fear of pain kick not against the pricks. 

Chorus, 

Queen, did you biding in the house, what time 
Your lord came home from war, defile his bed, 
And also plot this murder of a king ? 
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Aye ; and these words shall cost you weeping soon. 
No tongue of Orpheus is this tongue of yours ; 
For he led all things by his voice with joy, 
While you exasperating lead them on 
With senseless yelpings at them. For all this, 
When conquered, you shall show a tamer face. 

Chorus. 

As though the Argives would have you for king, 
Who, compassing death for this your enemy. 
Dared not perform the deed with your own hands. 

yEgisihus. 

Nay ; for the craft was clearly woman's work. 

/ was suspected as an ancient foe. 

But with his riches I will even try 

To rule the townsmen, yoking with heavy yoke 

The restive colt to run beside the tame, 

Unfed with barley ; for the dungeon's gloom 

And hateful famine shall soon soften him. 

Chorus. 

Why then yourself not meet in fight the man 
You hated in your wickedness ? Why allow 
His wife to slay him, with a husband's blood 
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Staining the country and the indigenous gods 1 
Pray does Orestes anywhere see the light, 
That coming homeward with propitious fate 
He may become all powerful slayer of both ? 

^gisthus. 

Well, since you are resolved on this, the issue you 

shall see. 
Ho, there ! my faithful body guards, danger is near to 

me. 

Chorus, 

Come now, let every one unsheath his brand with 
one accord. 

yEgisthus, 

With brand in hand I will not shrink from dying on 
the sword. 

Chorus. 

Hear ye ? Hell die. We trust to fate and take 
him at his word. 

Clytcemnestra, 

Nay, my loving consort, nowise let us strike a further 

blow ; 
To have reaped these many evils is an harvesting of 

woe. 
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There is grief enough already; let no victim for us 
bleed. 

Go, ye elders, to your houses, ere ye suffer for this 

deed. 
Let what we have wrought already now for us sufficient 

be; 
If there come an end of toiling, we should take it 

thankfully; 
We have been too long already by the demon held in 

thrall. 
This advice a woman gives you, may it please you 

one and all. 

But to think that they should chatter, pelting me in 

empty hate 
With the flowers of paltry anger, tempting thus in 

vain their fate. 
Wandering far from prudent counsel to insult a 

conqueror ! 

Chorus, 

Never Argive townsman yet became a coward's 
flatterer. 

y£gisthus. 

For all this will I in anger chasten you in after 
days. 
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Chorus, 

Not if providence should hither bring Orestes to his 
place. 

^gisthus, 

I should know how exiled wretches feed on* hopes 
of coming home. 

Chorus, 

Live, and batten in defilement of all justice : he will 
come. 

y£gisthus. 

Know that for this noisy folly you shall pay me back 
again. 

Chorus. 

Show your courage, boast in boldness, like a cock 
beside his hen. 

Clytcemnestra, 

Care not for their empty yelpings : you and I in their 

despite 
Bravely ruling in the palace will soon set these 

matters right. 
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THE CHOEPHORiE. 



THE PERSONS OF THE DRAMA. 

Orestes. 

The Chorus of Trojan Captives, 

Electra, 

A Nurse, 

Clytcemnestra, 

yEgisthus. 

An Attendant, 

Pylades, 
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THE CHOEPHOR^. 



Scene L The tomb of Agamemnon^ at Ar^os, 
(Enter Py lades and Orestes,) 

Orestes, 

O Hermes, guardian of my father's throne, 
God of the under-world, hearing my prayer, 
Become to me a saviour and ally, 
Now that at length I come home to this land. 
And on this tomb's mound I invoke my sire 
To hear and hearken. And this lock I bring 
Nurtured for Inachus ; this second one. 
For thee a mourner's offering. For I 
Stood not beside thee to bewail thy fate, 
Nor raised a hand at bearing of the bier. 

{A pausey during which he lays the lock on the 

tomb^ 

What do I see ? What is this company 
Of women coming, draped in mantles dark 1 
To what event shall I attribute it ? 
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Has any fresh wo e fallen on the house ? 
Or am I right conjecturing that they 
To my dead father these libations bear, 
To appease the gods below ? 

It is naught else. 
I see Electra, stamped with baneful grief, 
My sister walking with them. O Zeus, grant 
To me that I avenge my father's doom : 
Become to me of free will an ally. 
Pylades, let us stand back : that I may learn 
What *tis this suppliant band of women do. 

(They stand aside. Enter Euctra with the Chorus^ 

bearing libations^ 

Chorus, Strophe a. 

Bearing libations for the tomb 

From out the palace we 

Come hither at the queen's behest 

With rapid beatings of the breast 

Apd cheeks torn cruelly : 

New driven furrows of the nail 

With blood our faces mar, 

We feed our hearts with endless cries ; 

With rendings heard afar 

Breast-covering folds of woven robes 

We tear in our distress, 
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Robes that are smitten with the wounds 
Of sorrows laughterless. 

Antistrophe a. 

For thrilling fear, that made her hair 

To stand on end with dread, 

Within the palace came to her 

In a fearful dream, the harbinger 

Of anger from the dead : 

Within the women's inmost room 

The heavy nightmare fell. 

And roused a midnight cry from her 

Of utterance horrible. 

The dream's interpreter on oath 

This only answer hath, 

" The dead regard their murderers. 

With an exceeding wrath." 

Strophe p. 

Therefrom the widow impious, 

mother earth, despatches us 
A boonless boon to bear. 

To turn aside the curse she heard ; 

1 fear to let escape the word, 
For what ransom is there 

For blood that on the ground is shed 1 
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O hearth with woes encompassed ! 
O ruin of the hall ! 
A hateful and a sunless cloud 
Fell on the palace, like a shroud, 
With our dear master's fall. 

Antistrophe p. 

The untamed reverence for the crown 

That dwelt resistless in the town 

Unchalleng'd, now is gone. 

Fear only bides. The prosperous 

Are gods and more than gods to us 

Who worship luck alone. 

But righf s reverse with sudden weight 

Falls sometimes on the fortunate, 

Sometimes in indolence 

Awaits men who in life's twilight 

Are lingering, sometimes creeping night 

Comes bringing impotence. 

Strophe y. 

For blood the nurturing earth has drunk, 
Till it may drink no more, 
A grievous woe asunder rends 
The guilty murderess, and sends 
An all-consuming sore. 
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Aniistrophe y. 

For as a maiden once deflower' d 
Is never maid again, 
So though all rivers from all lands 
Together flowed to cleanse the hands 
From blood, 'twould be in vain. 

Epode, 

But for the gods brought nigh to me 

Constraint that took my town, 

And led me from my father's halls, • 

In slavery cast me down. 

Me it befits to acquiesce 

In right and in wrong too, 

And seeing things go by violence, 

Whate'er my conquerors do. 

To keep the bitter loathing down. 

And weep but stealthily. 

Frozen with unseen mournings for 

My lord's calamity. 

Electra, 

Captive attendant women, domestic slaves, 
Seing ye are here, a suppliant band, with me, 
Become with me advisers in this thing. 
How may I speak words pleasing to my sire 
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Pouring these death libations on his grave, 
Or how with prayers address him ? Can I say 
That from a loving wife to loving lord 
I bring to him the gifts my mother sends ? 
I dare not do it ; nor have I what to say, 
Pouring these offerings on my father's tomb. 
Or can I speak the customary words, 
And urge him in requital for these crowns 
To send their senders a fair recompense, 
Seeing their deserts are evil ? Or honourless, 
Even as my father perish'd, without a word, 
Pouring them out upon the thirsty ground, 
As though they were oflf-scourings, can I go home 
Casting them from me with averted eyes 1 
Take part, my friends, in this concern with me ; 
A common burden in the house is ours. 
Keep nothing hidden in your heart, for fear 
Of anyone, for his allotted doom 
Awaits alike the freeman and the slave. 
Tell me a preferable resource to these. 

CAorus, 

With reverence as for an altar for thy sire's tomb. 
Now that thou bidd'st me, I will speak my mind. 

Speak, seeing thou rever'st my father^s grave. 
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Chorus. 
Pray, as thou pourest, for those who love him still. 

Electra, 
Whom may I name as such of all his friends % 

Chorus. 
Thyself the first -^gisthus' haters next. 

Electra. 
Then I shall pray this for myself and thee ? 

Chorus. 
Do thou thyself judge and determine that 

Electra. 
Whom may I else add to this company 1 

Chorus. 
Mention Orestes, though he be abroad. 

Electra, 
Seasonably though bring'st him to my mind. 

Chorus. 
Remembering next the murderers of the dead, 

H 
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Electro. 
Say what 1 Explain. I have no skill in this. 

Chorus, » 
Pray that on them may come some god or man, 

Electra. 
Avenger or a judge 1 which dost thou mean ? 

Chorus. 
Say simply, one who shall shed blood for blood. 

Electra, 
Is such a prayer legitimate for me ? 

Chorus, 
One may requite an enemy with ills. 

Electra. 

Mightiest herald of the quick and dead, 
Infernal Hermes, proclamation make 
Down to the demons of the under-world, 
Summoning them all unto these prayers of mine 
To hearken and to look on my sire's house ; 
Earth, too, herself, the mother of all things, 
Who for her niuture takes to her again 
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The increase of them. And the while I pour 

These lustral waters to the dead below, 

I call thee, father, pitying us to set 

Me and Orestes once more on the throne. 

For we are sold into captivity 

By mother's hands, and for our price she took 

^gisthus, who was sharer in thy death. 

And I am but a slave, and from his realm 

Orestes exile, while they boastfully 

Luxuriate in the wealth won by thy toils. 

Father, I pray to thee and do thou hear ; 

Send home Orestes soon with some good fete ; 

And grant to me a less immoderate mind 

Than hers who bore me, and far holier hands. 

For us these prayers ; but for oiu- enemies 

I bid thee, father, as avenger come. 

And slaughter righteously thy slaughterers. 

This I insert within their prayer for good, 

Uttering against them this my prayer for ill. 

But to us be an escort of blessings hither 

By the gods' aid and earth's and conquering right. 

These are the prayers I poiu- libations to. 

You it befits to burst out with shrill cries. 

Giving voice to the paean of the dead. 

[She goes to the mound^ pours the libations^ and finds the 

lock of hair. 
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Chorus, Strophe, 

Shed ye the tear that perishes, 
In honour of our perish'd lord, 
Upon this mound that barrier is 
Of good and evil from him, while 
The streams sink down into the sward, 
Here to appease him sent in guile. 

Antistrophe, 

Hear thou the prayer from gloomy mind 

I utter, O my king ! alas ! 

What powerful champion may we find 

To rid the house of slavish woe. 

In battle strong, with blade of brass, 

And shafts of curved Scythian bow 1 

Electra. {Returning from the mound in great agitation). 

And now my father drinks the earth-shed streams, 
Be sharers with me in this new concern. 

Chorus, 
Speak on ; my heart dances for very fear. 

EUctra, 
I see this severed lock upon the grave. 
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Chorus. 
What man's is it, or what deep-girdled girl's % 

Electra, 
So much 'tis easy for all to divine. 

Chorus, 
Yoimg though thou be, instruct us in our age. 

Eledra, 
There is but one who could have severed it 

Chorus. 
For they whose hair it should be, are his foes. 

Electra. 
Moreover this is like in textiure to — 

Chorus. 
To whose hair 1 This is what I long to learn. 

Ekctra. 
'Tis very like mine own to look upon. 

Chorus. 
It cannot be Orestes' secret gift ? 
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Electra. 
Yet it would match exactly with his curls. 

Chorus. 
Surely he has not dared to come back home ? 

Electra. 
May be he sent his sire the death lock due. 

Chorus. 

For me that would be no less mournful news. 
If he may never set foot here again. 

Electra. 

At my heart too a wave of bitterness 

Beats ; I am smitten as with a piercing dart ; 

And from my eyes the thirsty teardrops fall, 

Unpent o'er Sowings of a troublous flood, 

Seeing this lock of hair ; for how may I 

Hope that it grew on any other's head 

Than his ? Nor was it by that murderess, 

My mother, shorn, who towards her children bears 

In no wise motherly or pious love. 

Nor know I how to give my full assent, 

Deeming Orestes, nearest and dearest to me 
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Of all my kin, has offered it ; and yet 

I ^m cheered with hope. But oh ! that it had had 

The merry voice of a good news-bringer ; 

Then with divided mind I had not been 

Swayed to and fro thus : then the offering 

Had either warned me to reject the lock, 

Seeing it was severed from a hostile head. 

Or being kindred could have joined with me 

In gracing with laments my father's tomb. 

But though they know all, we invoke the gods 

To see in what strong tempests we are toss'd 

Like sailors : could we find deliverance, 

A mighty stem might grow from scanty seed. 

Moreover the footprints, a second sign, 

Match with and answer, measured, to mine own. 

Here are the outlines of two pairs of feet, 

His own, and some one's companying with him. 

The heels and the impressions of the soles 

Exactly correspond with my footsteps. 

A sharp pain strikes me and bewilderment 

Orestes (coming forward^. 

Pray to the gods our future may be bright, 
Acknowledging the answer to thy prayers. 

Electra, 
What blessing has been sent to me by them ] 
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Orestes. 
The very man thou asked'st for but now. 

Elecira. 
What living man did'st hear me calling for ? 

Orestes, 
I heard the great love thou to Orestes hast. 

Elecfra, 
In what way have I fulfilment of my prayers % 

Orestes, 
I am thy brother ; seek no nearer kin. 

Electra, 
Man, art thou weaving against me any plot % 

Orestes, 
If so, I fabricate against myself 

Electra, 
Thou wishest to deride me in my woes ? 

Orestes, 
If thee in thine, myself also in mine. 
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Electra. 
May I believe that thou art really he % 

Orestes, 

Now that thou seest me in very truth, 
Thou art distrustful, though beholding but now 
This funeral lock of hair, thou wast elate, 
And gazing in my trodden foot prints' tracks 
Tookest a fancy that they might be mine, 
Thy brother's, to thyself proportionate. 
The place examine whence this curl was cut ; 
Look on this robe, the labour of thy hands. 
The batten's strokes, the figures of the beasts. 
Contain thyself, and go not mad with joy. 
Well know I that our kindred are our foes. 

Electra. 

Loved source of care unto thy father's home, 
Hope long-lamented of a saving seed, 
To prowess trust, and thou shalt build the house. 
O face delightful, that towards me perform'st 
Four functions, I must needs address thee as 
My father, and on thee devolves the love 
Of mother also, whom I justly hate. 
And sister mercilessly offered up ; 
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Of faithful brother, too, who held me dear. 
Only may Strength and Right co- operate 
For us with Zeus, the mightiest of alL 

Orestes, 

Zeus, Zeus, look down on us : behold this brood 
Of eagles orphaned of the parent bird, 
Who died within the coils and stranglings of 
A direful viper, while the young bereft 
Grow weak, press'd sore by famine : for as yet 
None has the strength to cany up on high 
The prey the father captur'd to the nest. 
Even so thou may st behold Electra here 
And me, like them an offspring fatherless. 
Both suffering the same exile from our home. 

Electra, 

And if thou utterly should'st slay his young, 

Who gave thee blood and greatly honoured thee. 

Whence wilt thou have from other pious hands 

An equal festive reverence 1 Even as 

Thou could'st not, were the race of eagles gone, 

Send any more persuasive signs to men, 

So, were this royal stem all withered, 

Thine altars then on sacrificial days 

Were bare of boughs. Save ; from the ground raise up 

The house that seems now fallen utterly. 



\ 
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Chorus. 

O children, saviours of your father's hearth, 
Keep silence, for fear some one listening 
Should bear your words hence to our masters* ears. 
Whom may I look on some day lying dead 
Upon the funeral pyre's bubbling pitch. 

Orestes (soliloquizing. 

The Loxian's all powerful oracle 

Wilt not bewray me, seeing that it bade 

Me follow this adventure to the end, 

And with loud utterance of many words 

Threatened to send chill woes to my hot heart. 

If I let go my father's murderers. 

It bade me slay them in turn in the same way 

Exasperated with their robberies. 

It said that I should pay for neglect of this 

In my own person many grievous pangs. 

It told me, making clear to me the means 

For mortals to appease the angry dead. 

How on the imattentive plagues spring up, 

Scabs climbing on them, and with savage jaws 

Eating the firm flesh out with leprosies ; 

And how white hairs arise on this disease. 

It spoke of other visitations too. 
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Electra. Antistrophe a. 

In my turn, father, hear from me 
Tearful laments. From children twain 
The tomb dirge riseth mournfully. 
Exiles and suppliants we remain. 
Which of these things may issue well 1 
Which is from evil separable % 
Are not oiu* woes invincible ? 

Chorus, 

E'en from the midst of them God in his pleasure 

might 
Raise for us clamour of triumph harmonious ; 
Then in the place of sepulchral dirges the 
Paean in joy for the newly-recover'd 
Would ring through the halls of the palace. 

Orestes, Strophe y. 

Father, had'st thou but died 

By any Lycian's hand, 
With spear point in thy side. 

Fighting on Trojan land. 
For us thy children thou had'st then 

Left life of honoured days, 
A life to be gazed on by men 
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In all the public ways : 
Upon thee in a foreign plain 

A heavy mound had press'd ; 
But lighter had the burden lain 

At home upon our breast 

Chortis, AnHstrophe /?. 

A friend thou then had'st reigned among 
Thy friends who died in battle well, 

Inspiring awe amid the throng, 
As prince conspicuous in hell. 

And minister of nether kings : 

For king on earth thyself thou wast 
Of those to whom the crown is cast, 

And sceptre that persuasion brings. 

• 

Eledra, Antistrophe y. 

Nay, would thou had'st not lost 

Thy life in Troia there 
Amid the nameless host. 

Who perished by the spear : 
Would that thou had'st not buried been 

By the Scamander's ford, 
But that thy slayer first by kin 

Had thus been slain with sword ; 
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So that men far removed from us, 
Who may not these toils see, 

Had heard her sad fate murderous 
Chaunted in days to be. 

Chorus, 

These thy wishes, my daughter, are golden. 
Dearer than fair Hyperborean fortune : 

We may wish when we may not accomplish. 
But, for the thud of the two-fold scourge is 
Reaching the dead's ears, ye have arous'd now 
Aiders in Hell, and the hands of the rulers 
Whom we detest are stained with defilement. 

The children have the advantage. 

Electra, Strophe 6. 

That last word to the dead man's ear 

Pierced with an arrow's thrill. 
Zeus, Zeus, who sendest upwards here 

A late-avenging ill. 
Though parent be the murderer, 

'Twill be exacted still. 

Chorus, Strophe e. 

May it be mine that day to raise 

The joyous sacrificial cry, 
When man and woman by the blaze 

Of funeral pinewood, smitten die I 
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Why should I hide the loathing hate 
That stirs my breast insatiate ? 
While in my heart's face ceaselessly 
The keen wrath bloweth bitterly. 

Orestes, Antistrophe S. 

Ah ! when will Zeus upon them lay 

His hand, the orphan's god ? 
When free our town, our tyrants slay ? 

I smitten with wrong's rod 
For right alone to thee, earth, pray, 

And powers beneath the sod. 

Chorus, 

Aye, 'tis the law that the one blood-spilling 
Calls for another renewal of murder. 
Each destruction summons a fury, 
Aiding the dead who have perish' d aforetime, 
Bringing onwards ruin on ruin. 

Electra, Strophe f 

Where, where are now Hell's sovereigns all ? 

Great Arse of the dead, 
Look on the helpless remnant small, 

Houseless, dishonour^, 
Of the Atridse left alive. 
Whither may any turn to thrive ? 

I 
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Chorus, Antistrophe c 

Again my heart was shaken at 
The piteous wailing that it heard, 
And first it grew all desperate, 
And gloomier at every word. 
But whene'er once more confidence 
Arouseth hope in some defence. 
Painful foreboding giveth place, 
And hope displays a cheerful face. 

Orestes, Antistrophe f. 

Why, what could we more rightly sing, 
Than the great woes that we 

From mother bear H By flattering 
We may not tamid be : 

For in us her transmitted wrath 

A wolfs untamed temper hath. 

Chorus, Strophe r\. 

I struck myself an Arian blow, 

A Cissian woman wild with woe. 

With close gript fists and reachings wide, 

Strokes furiously multiplied, 

The while my weary beaten head 

With the loud din re-echoM. 
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Electra. Strophe 6. 

wretched mother, who did*st dare 
The wretched funeral to prepare, 

A king without a retinue, 

A husband without wailings due 

Forth from the palace thou did'st bear. 

Orestes, Strophe i. 

Thou tell'st the whole dishonourment ; 

For which dishonour she shall pay 
By my hands and the gods' aid sent 

To Hell j then may I die that day. 

Chorus, Antistrophe i. 

She mutilated him as well. 
And buried him with contumely, 

To make thy life unbearable. 
Thou hear'st thy father's misery. 

Electra, Antistrophe 6. 

How he was slain thou now dost say t 

1 was forgotten far away. 

And like a fierce dog under key 
Hearing their laugh went mournfully, 
In secret letting fall the tear. 
My sufferings in thy memory bear. 

i2 
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Chorus, Antistrophe B. 

Aye, let them in thy memory 

With gentle tread impressed be. 

Since thou hast heard the past, now yearn 

The future also to discern. 

Enter the fight unflinchingly. 

Orestes. Strophe la. 
Father, to aid thy kin arise. 

Eiectra. 
Weeping I add appealing cries. 

Chorus. 

The summons our band echoeth. 

Hear us, and through the gates of death 

Against the foe come from thy tomb. 

Orestes. Antistrophe ta. 
Let Strength take Strength's, and Right Right's side. 

Eiectra. 
Decision just, ye gods, provide. 

Chorus. 

I tremble listening to your song. 
The vengeance due has waited long. 
And now ye pray for it, will come. 
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Semichorus, Strophe ip. 

Ah ! troubles inborn in the race ! 

Ah ! jarring, inharmonious blow, 

Struck by the blood-stained scourge of woe ! 

Ah ! ruin'd house in grievous case ! 

Ah I sorrow of unchangeful face ! 

'Semichorus. Antistrophe t^. 

The only way to staunch the sore. 
Is, not in others' hands to trust. 

But fearless, of yourselves to thrust. 
The bloody quarrel forwards more. 

Our hymn to nether gods is o*er. 

Chorus, 

Hearing the earnest prayer of the children, 
Zealously send them aid in the conflict, 
O blessdd demons infernal. 

Orestes, 

Father, who died'st by no royal death, 
Give me dominion of thy house, I pray. 

Electra, 

And I, my father, make a like request, 
Grant I may slay iEgisthus and escape. 
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Orestes. 

For thus alone wilt thou have funeral feasts, 
Honourless else among the well-fed shades 
In savoury burnt offerings of the land. 

Electra, 

And I will bring from oiu: ancestral house 
Gifts from my dowry on my wedding day, 
And of all first will honour this thy grave. 

Orestes, 
Earth, send my father up to watch the fight. 

Electra, 
Persephone, give fair-formed victory. 

Orestes, 
Father, recall the bath where thou wast slain. 

Electra, 
Recall the net wherein they butcher' d thee. 

Orestes, 
Captured in fetters of no metal forged. 

Electra, 
Foully in coverings devis'd with guile. 
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Orestes. 
Father, awaken hearing this reproach. 

Electra. 
Raise up erect thy well-beloved head. 

Orestes. 

Either send right to aid thy kin, or grant 

They grip thy foes the same grip they gripped thee, 

If conquered, thou would'st conquer in thy turn. 

Electra, 

Father, hear this my last remaining cry. 

Look on these young ones seated on thy grave. 

Pity thy daughter no less than thy son ; 

For thus, though dead, thou hast not wholly died, 

Seeing children are as voices to a man 

To save his name from sinking, and like corks 

Hold up the net and save the line submerged. 

Hearken : on thine own account are our laments. 

Thou sav*st thyself by honouring this prayer. 

' Chorus, 

Blemishless is this prayer ye have prolonged, 
Paid at a tomb ungraced by wailings due. 
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The rest, since thou art fixed in thine intent, 
Do quickly, making trial of thy luck. 

Orestes. 

I will : 'tis not beside the course to ask 
Why she libations sent, and why too late 
Bethought her of a sin she might not cure ? 
A sorry grace to the unconscious dead 
Was ofFer'd, and the reason I see not ; 
The gifts are incommensurate with the wrong. 
For though one pour out on the ground his all 
For one blood spiUing, 'tis in vain men say. 
Do, an thou knowest it, explain me this. 

Chorus, 

I know, for I was there : the impious queen 
Sent these drink offerings, quivering with fear 
From dreams and restless terrors of the night 

Orestes. 
Heard ye her dream, to tell it clearly, now % 

Chorus. 
She said herself she gave a serpent birth. 

Orestes. 
What was the end and crowning of her speech % 
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Chorus. 
She laid it like a child in swaddling clothes. 

Orestes, 
What was the food the new-born monster sought ? 

Chorus, 
She held it to her bosom in the dream. 

Orestes. 
How were her breasts unwounded by the beast ? 

Chorus. 
It drew out with the milk a clot of blood. 

Orestes. 
Her husband sent to her no aimless dream. 

Chorus, 

Waking, she cried out, fluttering with fear, 
And many lights extinguished by the dark 
Were kindled in the palace for her sake. 
Thereafter she sent these death offerings. 
Trusting to find in them eflfective cure. 

Orestes. 
I pray the country and my father's grave 
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That this her vision be fulfilled in me ; 

I see how every part compactly fits ; 

For since the snake, like me, came from her womb 

Was wrapt in swaddling clothes and with its lips 

Approached the breasts that were my nurtiurers. 

Then drank with mother's milk a clot of gore, 

And she in terror cried out with the pain, 

It surely follows she will die by force. 

Seeing she reared this portent ; and the snake 

I am, who slay her, as the dream declares. 

I name thee my interpreter in this. 

Chorus, 

Be it so ! For the rest enjoin thy fiiends. 

What thou would'st have them do, and what avoid ? 

Orestes, 

My plan is simple : that my sister here 

Go in, and ye conceal the plot I form ; 

That as they slew a man of mark by guile, 

They may themselves be caught in the same snare. 

Dying by guile, even as the Loxian said, 

Apollo, prince, seer truthful heretofore. 

For like a traveller in all points equipped 

I will approach with Pylades the gates 

Of the front court, in guise a traveller, 

And faithful ardent ally of the house. 
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'And we will both speak foreign dialect, 
Feigning an utterance of the Phocian tongue. 
And should no door-keeper receive us there 
With joyous welcoming, as may well be, 
Seeing the house is driven wild with woes, 
We will stay, so that any passing by 
May form conjecture, thus upbraiding them, 
" Why does ^gisthus, who is at home within. 
Cause suppliants to be driven from his gates ?" 
But should I pass the threshold of the gate. 
And find him seated on my father's throne. 
Or should he come upon me face to face. 
And raise and then cast on the ground his eyes. 
Before he ask, " Whence is the stranger come ? " 
The nimble bronze plunging shall lay him dead. 
The Erinys thus, unstinted of her gore. 
Shall drink of blood unmingled the third draught. 

{To Electra.) 
Now, therefore, thou watch all things well within. 
That this our plot may prove compactly framed. 

(To the Chorus,) 
And ye I bid bear an auspicious tongue. 
Silent at need and speaking seasonably. 

(To the statue of Hermes,) 
Thee for the rest I pray come to look on. 
Directing right my conflict with the sword. 

\Exeunt Orestes^ Electra^ and Pylades, 
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Chorus. 
Strophe a. 

The nurturing earth in her bosom enfoldeth 

Many a marvellous horrible thing ; 
In his arms the embracing ocean holdeth 

Monsters of ruinous strength and sting ; 
In the mid air when summer's heat is sorest 

Meteors and comets hang threateningly ; 
The winged birds and the beasts of the forest 

Know the hurricane's ravening energy. 

Antistrophe a. 

But all these a mortal surpasses, and no man 

The mischief of overbold spirits may count ; 
In the hungering heart of a suffering woman 

All daring love is an ever fresh fount 
Of woes and destruction for men ; for unloving 

Love, that prevails in the feminine breast, 
Is wrongly preferred over marriage, removing 

Reverence of concord in man and in beast. 

Strophe p. 

Let him be my witness, who duly remembers 
Althaea, who wretchedly murdered her son. 

Who, plotting his death, cast down on the embers 
The brand that was sav'd when his life was begun ; 
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When he came with a cry to the light of day, 

To flourish in strength till the brand should decay. 

Antistrophe p. 

One other in story in hate should be holden, 
The murderous Scylla, whom Minos overcame, 

With a gift of rare Cretan-wrought necklaces golden, 
A slumbering father's destruction to frame. 

Dissevering the undying hair from his head : 

But Hermes, the god, in her turn laid her dead. 

Strophe y. 

And since I am singing of murders unsparing, 
I sing of her now to whom no song is due, 

A marriage detested, a counsel of daring, 
A woman her warrior husband who slew : 

But I honour the hearthstone unhealed by passion. 

The dutiful wife of a womanly fashion. 

Antistrophe y. 

Most ancient of all is the Lemnian evil ; 

'Tis mourned for as still with calamity fraught; 
Men compare with a Lemnian each fresh woman-devil, 

By sins the gods loathe, men to nothing are brought. 
For what the gods hate none may honour with 

reverence ; 
From which of all these do I wrongly draw inference 1 
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Strophe 5. 

The severing weapon, that righteousness beareth. 
Strikes home to the heart of the guilty with force ; 

The wicked no heavenly carelessness spareth, 
Who wickedly stray from a god-fearing course. 

Antistrophe 5L 

Right's roots are firm planted ; and Destiny whetteth 
And sharpeneth her sword, till in process of time 

The deep-brooding Fury, when called upon, setteth 
Fresh blood against blood, and new crime against 
crime. 
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Scene II. The front of the Palace, — Enter Pylades 
and Orestes who knocks at the gate, — A pause, 

Orestes, 

Slave, heed the knocking at the palace door. 
Who is within ? who ? I reiterate. 
I call the third time some one to come out. 
Is this iEgisthus' hospitality ? 

Attendant {opening the door), 
I hear. Of what land is the stranger ? whence ? 

Orestes, 

Take word back to the rulers of the house, 

For whose sake I have come, bearing fresh news ; 

And hasten, since night's darkling chariot 

Is speeding hither, bringing on with it 

The hour for us way-faring men to drop 

An anchor in some hospitable hall. 

To quit me of my charge send some one out, 

The royal housewife,— though the lord were best, — 

For then in speech no shame will make my words 

Obscure : man talks with confidence to man, 

And renders all his meaning manifest. 

[^Enter Clytcemnestra, 
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Ciytcemnestra. 

Strangers, say what ye lack : we have at hand 
All things befitting such a house as ours, 
The water warm, the toil-appeasing bed. 
The glance of courteous eyes to welcome you. 
If ye have any matter for advice. 
We will communicate it to our lord. 

Orestes, 

I am a foreigner of the Phocians, 
From Daulis : as I came along the road. 
Carrying, myself, my baggage Argoswards, 
Soon after starting for this place on foot, 
A man I knew not, and who knew not me, 
Strophius the Phocian, as I understood, 
Met me, and asked me my way, and told his, 
And said, " Stranger, seeing in any case 
You go to Argos, to his parents bear 
This message heedfuUy, forgetting naught ; 
Tell them Orestes is among the dead. 
And bring back word whether his friends desire 
To have his body, or to bury him 
A stranger among strangers evermore. 
For now the sides of a bronze um contain 
The ashes of the duly mourned for dead." 
So much I heard and tell. And if I speak 
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To the right persons, whom it most concerns, 
I know not, but his father should know this. 

Clytamnestra, 

Ah ! me ! an utter rum is at hand. 
Oh ! palace curse, grievous to wrestle with. 
How many a thing though far removed from thee, 
Out of harm's reach thou tum'st thy glance upon, 
Slaying from far with keen-eyed archery^ 
Woe 's me ! thou strippest me of all I love. 
Orestes seemed in prosperous case, his foot 
Withdrawn from out destruction's midmost slough. 
But now the hope we cherished in the house, 
Of driving hence the revelling Fury gang. 
Vanishes, writing down their presence there. 

Orestes, 

I could have wished, as bearer of good news, 

To have formed acquaintance with, and been as guest 

Received by hosts so wealthy ; for what thing 

Feels kindlier than a guest towards his host ? 

But in my mind this had been impious 

Not to perform such business for my friends. 

Both for the promise and the entertainment's sake. 

Clytamnestra, 
Thou shalt obtain no less than thy deserts, 

K 
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Nor less shalt thou be treated as a friend. 
Another, had'st thou not, had brought the news. 
But it is time that men, who all day long 
Have journeyed hither, should receive their meed ; 

ifo the Attendant) 

Lead him into our hospitable halls, 

And with him these his fellow wayfarers ; 

There give them the reward owed by the house ; 

For doing this be thou responsible. 

We will share with the house's lord the news, 

And being not yet deprived of all our friends 

Will take advice concerning this mishap. [Exeunt, 

Chorus. 

Be it so ! When shall we slaves of the palace, 

Comrades beloved, 
Raise lusty shouts for Orestes ? 
Reverend earth and reverend mound's edge, 
Pird up on high on a royal captain, 
Give us a hearing, give us assistance. 
Now is the time for crafty persuasion to 
Come to our aid, and Hermes infernal, 
God of the darkness, to stand by as watcher 
Of this sword-murderous struggle. 

The guest is working mischief, it would seem ; 
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I see Orestes' nurse here bathed in tears. 

[Enter the Nurse, 

Whither, Cilician, goest thou past the gates, 
With grief thy fellow traveller unhir'dl 

Nurse, 

The queen commands me with all speed to call 
^gisthus for the guests, that coming here 
A man from man he may more clearly learn 
This new announcement. To the inmates she 
Disclosed a smile that lurked in mournful eyes, 
In joy for circumstances brought about, 
Lucky for her, unlucky for the house, 
According to the news the guests have brought. 
Verily, hearing he will delight his soul. 
When he shall learn the story. Woe is me ! 
How all these grievous sins of olden time. 
Mingled together in the Atridse's hall. 
Make sorrowful my heart within my breast. 
I had exhausted every other grief, 
And now Orestes, darling of my soul. 
Whom I had rear'd up from his mother's womb, 
And first shrill restless screamings in the night, — 
To think that all my labours were in vain ! 
For one must rear the yet insensible, 
As a mere dumb beast, humouring desire ; 



132 

And a child cannot while in swaddling clothes 

Say whether he is hungry or athirst, 

Or overcome by nature's other needs : 

And often times it will not wait for aid : 

And so its watcher has a constant toil, 

At all times to anticipate its wants. 

Fulfilling thus a nurse's handicraft, 

I took and reared Orestes for his sire ; 

And now, woe 's me ! hearing that he is dead 

I go to tell the house's outrager, 

And he will be right glad to hear the tale. 

Chorus, 
In what way does she bid him come to her % 

Nurse. 
What wayl Speak out, that I may understand. 

Chorus. 
With body guards, or escortless, alone ? 

Nurse. 
She bids him bring with him his warrior band. 

Chorus. 

Bear not that message to our hated lord, 
But bid him come alone with utmost speed, 
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Dauntless, to listen with rejoicing heart 
Messengers may make crooked stories straight. 

Nurse, 
Surely ye take not pleasure in the news % 

Chorus* 
But what if Zeus should send a change from ills % 

Nurse, 
Never. Orestes, the halFs hope, is dead. 

Chorus, 
Not yet ; a witless prophet might tell that 

Nurse, 
What % Have ye any contrary report 1 

Chorus, 

Go with the message : do as we have said. 
Where care is needed, the gods will have care. 

Nurse, 

I will go and obey your words in this. 

By the gods' grace may issue fair ensue. \]ExU, 
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Chorus, 

Strophe a. 

Of heavenly gods sire deity, 
Zeus, I entreat thee, grant to me 
That luck may luckily descend 
On those who rightly in the end 
Desire to see the right cause win. 
Justice abides my words within. 
O Zeus, my uttered prayer defend. 

Strophe j8. 

Prefer before his enemies 
Him who within the palace is, 
Who if thou to an high estate 
Wilt raise him, for thy services 
Will make return commensurate ; 
And gladly to thine altars bring 
Double and triple offering. 

Anthtrophe a. 

Look on the orphan of a king 
Whom lately thou wast honouring, 
Now harnessed to the car of woes. • 
Some limit to his course impose. 
Would one could draw to rhythm meet 
The strain'd pace of his faltering feet, 
As o'er the plain he fainting goes. 
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Strophe y. 

Ye too who dwell within the hall 
In rich recesses, one and all, 
Hearken, O gods, concordantly. 
With a fresh-slaying penalty 
Make an atonement once again 
For blood of those aforetime slain. 
Then grant the old exhausted gore 
Within the house bring forth no more. 

Mesode, 

And thou who in earth's mouth dost hold 
Halls fair with buildings manifold : 
Grant that the house again may rise 
With cheerful face and kindly eyes. 
Freed from the veil that on it lies. 

Antisirophe y. 

May Maia's son too partner be 
And lend assistance faithfully, 
And of his free-will favouring us 
Bring on fulfilment prosperous. 
For hidden things he leads to light 
One while, and one while sheddeth night 
On eyes of men with utterance dim. 
Nor by day may one fathom him. 
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Strophe 3. 

And if we fail, then spend will we 
The house's gold the house to free, 
And stablish a continual choir 
Of piping shrill she-slaves for hire. 
But should the cause of justice win. 
Delight will reign my heart within, 
And woe stand far from all my kin. 

Antisirophe j8. 

Only do thou confidently 
Whene'er the time shall come to thee 
For action, with a mighty cry 
Doing thy father*s work, when she 
Calls to thee * Child,* making reply 
'I to my father audience lend,* 
Bringing the woe to bitter end, 

Antistropke 8. 

Having within thy breast the heart 
Of Perseus, blindly play thy part ; 
Performing for thy kin in Hell, 
Then for those above ground as well 
The duties of resentment sore. 
Flooding with blood the palace floor, 
And wiping out the curse of yore. 

{Enter jEg\sthus. 
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Summoned, and not unbidden I have come, 

I understand some strangers have arrived 

Bringing report nowise desirable, 

Orestes' death. Now to attribute this 

Unto the house would be a needless load 

Instilling fear, for one who, as it is. 

Is festering and stung with former blood. 

How shall I think of it % as real and true 1 

Or is it merely women's scaring words, 

That leap up in the air and vainly die 1 

Which of these things can*st thou make clear to me ? 

Chorus. 

We heard. But go in and inquire thyself. 
There is no trusting messengers' reports. 
One should inquire oneself upon the spot 

^gisthus. 

Yea, I desire to see and question him, 
Whether he was eyewitness of the death 
Or drew his knowledge from obscure hearsay. 
Trust me, they may not cheat a seeing mind 

[Exit 
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Chorus. 

What shall we say, Zeus ? Whence lead off now, 

Calling upon thy name and adjuring % 

Under excitement of love for Orestes 

How say but enough and win answer 1 

Now that the edges of murderous cleavers, 

Stained with defilement of murder, are fated 

Either to cast into utter destruction 

Agamemnon's palace for ever : 

Or on the strength of fi*eedom obtainM, 

And the regaining of rule in the city, 

He is to kindle a fire of rejoicing 

Possessing his riches ancestral 

Such is the struggle Orestes is entering 

Unsupported against a couple 

Of foemen. May victory follow ! 

\A cry is heard from ySgisthus within. 

Hark, hark again ! 

How is he faring % How has the battle gone ? 
Let us stand aside, while the action lasts ; 
That we may seem to have no share in it 

\A silence. 

The crisis of the fight is over now. 

[An attendant ruihes out. 
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Attendant. 

Woe, utter woe ! my lord is being slain. 

Woe ! woe ! again, a second, a third time. 

^gisthus is no more. Open the gates. 

Unbar the women's doors : a vigorous arm 

We need ; but not to aid the murder'd man. 

Holii! Holii! 

I utter fruitless cries to deaf men's ears 

Or slumberers % Where is Clytsemnestra 1 Where % 

Her neck is lying on the razor's edge ; 

Smitten by vengeance it will fall, it seems. 

\Enter Clytamneatra. 

Clytcemnestra. 
What is it ? What cry raise ye in the house ? 

Attendant, 

The dead are murdering the living there. 

[Exit. 

Clytcemnestra, 

Ah, me ! I read the riddle of that speech. 
By guile we perish, even as we slew. 
Bring quick the axe wherewith I tamed my lord. 
Strike we one blow for victory or defeat 
This is the pass this woe has brought me to. 

[Enter Orestes and Py lades. 
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Orestes, 
Thee, too, I track out I have done with him. 

Clytasmnestra, 
Ah, me ! iEgisthus, thou art dead, my love. 

Orestes, 

Thou lovest him % lie in the same grave then. 
Thou can'st not play him false now he is dead. 

Ciytcemnestra, 

Child, — son, — ^withhold thy hand ; show mercy to 
This breast, wherefrom thou oftentimes in sleep 
Did'st drain the nourishing milk with toothless gums 

Orestes, 
Pylades ? What shall I do ? May I spare her 1 

Fylades. 

Think on the Loxian's bidding left undone, 

The Pythian's words, the solemn vengeance pledge. 

Make all men foes to thee, but not one god. 

Orestes, 

Thou hast prevailed, and thine advice is good. 

To Clytcemestra,'] 
Come with me to him ; I will slay thee there. 
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For living thou preferr'st him to my sire. 

Sleep with thy paramour the sleep of death, 

Seeing thou lov'st a man thou should'st have loath'd. 

Clytamnestra, 
I reared thee up : let me grow old with thee. 

Orestes. 
Thou live with me, my father's murderess 1 

Clytcemnestra. 
Fate was, my child, in part the cause of that. 

Orestes. 
Fate then prepared for thee this doom also. 

Clytcemnestra. 
Fearest thou not, my child, a mother's curse 1 

Orestes. 
Nay, she who bore, to ruin cast me forth. 

Clyta&mnestra. 
Never. I sent thee to a friendly house. 

Orestes. 
I was a free-bom child, sold as a slave. 
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Clyicsmnestra. 
Why, where was then the price I got for thee 1 

Orestes. 
I am ashamed to name it in plain words. 

Clytcemnestra, 
Remember thou no less thy father's faults. 

Orestes, 
Idle at home, blame not the busy abroad. 

Clytcemnestra. 
My child, wives suffer pain, kept from their lords. 

Orestes. 
Their lord's hard toil keeps them secure at home. 

Clytcemnestra, 
So thou wilt slay thy mother then, my child 1 

Orestes, 
Nay, thou wilt slay thyself, not I slay thee. 

Clytcemnestra. 
Take heed, beware a mother's vengeful hounds. 
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Orestes. > 

My sire's would chase me if I let thee go. 

Clytcemnestra, 
Living, beside a grave I wail in vain. 

Orestes. 
For my sire's lot determines this thy doom. 

Clytcemnestra! 
Ah, me ! this is the snake I bore and reared. 

Orestes. 

The fear thy dreams begot was a true seer ; 
Unnatural murderess, die an unnatural death. 

[Exit Orestes with Clytcemnestra. 

Chorus. 

Let us bewail the fortune of this pair. 
But seeing wretched Orestes has attained 
The utmost point of many deeds of blood, 
We yet would rather choose this ill, than that 
The house's hope should perish utterly. 
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Strophe o. 

On the sons of Priam there came 

A righteous vengeance delayed, 

A grievous avenging woe. 

On their conqueror's house and fame 

A two-fold lioness preyed, 

A two-fold violent foe. 

Sent by the Pythian seer. 

And spurred by the bidding of God, 

An exile obtaineth all. 

Raise a triumphal cheer 

For slavery's broken rod, 

That is lifted from the hall. 

For the wasting of substance done 

By defilers who wasted us. 

For the heavy load, that is gone, 

Of a destiny piteous. 

Aniistrophe a. 

There came too on one who dealt 
In secret and crafty fight, 
A vengeance craftily plann'd. 
Of a truth the avenger felt 
The daughter of Zeus with might 
In the battle guiding his hand. 
We mortals who give her the name 
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She fitly and justly hath, 
Entitle her Righteousness. 
On her foes she bringeth shame, 
Breathing destruction and wrath. 
Her, he who in earth's recess 
Abideth, Parnassian, 
In the hollow side of a hill, 
The prophet, the Loxian, 
Calleth with utterance shrill. 

Strophe jS. 

% it * it % 

To practise unfraudulent fraud. 
Impatient he fetcheth her 
Lame, and with lingering feet. 
For even Heaven is awed 
From aiding an evil-doer 
An evil plan to complete. 
Let all men honour the strength 
Of the gods who rule in the skies. 
Over the palace at length 
We behold the light arise. 

Antistrophe fi. 

Loosened is slavery's chain 

From the inmates' necks. Ye towers. 

Rise up once more from the plain ; 
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Long have ye prostrate lain. 
The all-accomplishing hours 
Will cross the threshold again, 
Whenever the hearth of the hall 
Every pollution has lost, 
With cleansings of blood that are due. 
Then fortunes shall luckily fall 
With best face uppermost, 
A joyful sight for the new 
Occupants, aliens before, 
And change be on every thing. 
Upon the palace once more 
Sunlight is glittering. 

\^Orestes is disclosed standing over the dead bodies 

of Clytoemnestra and ^gisthus. 

Orestes, 

Behold the two usurpers of the land. 
Who slew my father and laid waste his house. 
Stately erewhile, seated upon their thrones. 
Each loving each now, if one may read fate 
By inference, and their oath is broken not. 
They swore to slay my father wretchedly 
Or die together, and that oath is kept. 
Behold, moreover, ye who hear these woes. 
This cunning robe, my wretched father's bond. 
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His manacles, the coupling of his feet 

Stretch out the corpse and round her at her side 

Display the hero's net, that one, himself 

A father, not mine, but the deity 

Helius, who is surveying all this woe, 

May see my mother's most unholy deeds, 

To be my witness one day in the suit 

That I of all men righteously pursued 

Her death ; I speak not of her paramour's ; 

His is a violator's legal doom. 

But she who plann'd this loath'd device for one 

By whom she bore beneath her girdle weight 

Of children, loving once, but as I show, 

An hostile evil now, — ^what fancy ye 1 

Had she been a torpedo or a snake, 

By virtue of her bold and lawless pride, 

She might have slain by touch a man unstung. 

How may I name it, uttering blameless words ? 

A wild beast's snare, a corpse's winding sheet, 

A bath's ententment 1 Nay, a fishing net, 

A hunter's toils, a foot entangling robe. 

Such instrument a robber might possess. 

Who practises the plundering of guests, 

A life of theft ; and with such crafty trick 

Slay many in many a fever fit of crime. 

May never such a consort in the house 

Be mine : God grant I perish childless first. 
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Chorus. 

Woe to thee ! woe for thy happiless working ! 
Life has been reft from thee, hatefully murder'd. 
Ah! Ah! 
For the living pain is but blooming. 

Orestes, 

Did she, or did she not % My witness is 

This robe ^gisthus' weapon dipp'd in blood. 

The gush of gore and lapse of time have killed 

The many hues of the embroidery. 

Now I approve her death, and now bewail, 

CalHng upon this web that slew my sire. 

My deeds and sufferings and whole race I mourn, 

Bearing this victor/s unenvied stains. 

Chorus, 

No man passes a life of security 

Free from disgrace from his rise to his setting. 

Ah ! ah I 

One toil comes apace, one will follow. 

Orestes, 

1 tell you (for I know not where 'twill end,) 
As in a chariot I am borne along 
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Out of my course. Freed from control my wits 

Bear me overmastered. Terror at my heart 

To sing is ready, and to dance with rage. 

While yet my senses last, I cry aloud 

To all my friends, * I murder'd righteously 

My mother, a puUution reeking with 

My father's blood, a loathing of the gods.' 

For the incentives to the daring deed 

I indicate as chief accessory 

The Loxian Pythian prophet, who declared 

That if I did this, I should be exempt 

From evil accusation, but if I 

Spared her, — I will not name the penalty, 

None may with arrow attain the height of woes. 

Wherefore ye see me with this olive branch 

And garland ready suppliant-wise to go 

To earth's mid navel and the Loxian's shrine. 

And light of fire sumamed imperishable, 

Shunning this kindred blood : the Loxian bade 

Me flee for refuge to no other hearth. 

I bid all Argives in the time to come 

Bear witness how these woes were wrought for me. 

For, I a wanderer driven from my home. 

Living or dying leave this story here. 
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Chorus, 

Thou hast fared well. Let not thy mouth be yoked 
To baneful speech, nor vent ill-omened words. 
Thou hast freed all the Argive town, and cleft 
With easy stroke the head of serpents twain. 

Orestes, 

Ha ! women ! here come creatures Gorgon-like, 
With dusky smocks, and wound about the head 
With wreaths of clustering snakes. I may not stay. 

Chorus, 

What fancies, dearest to thy sire of men. 

Whirl thee % hold ; fear not ; thou art stronger far. 

Orestes, 

No fancies of these plagues have come to me. 
These clearly are my mother's vengeful hounds. 

Chorus, 

For on thy hand the blood-stain still is fresh, 
Wherefrom disorder falleth on thy mind. 

Orestes, 

O prince Apollo, they come swarming round, 
And from their eyes a ghastly dew drips down. 
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Chorus, 

Cleansings there are. The Loxian with his touch 
Healing will liberate thee from these plagues. 

Orestes. 

Ye may behold them not, but I behold 
I am driven with a scourge. I cannot stay. 

\He rushes off the stage. 

Chorus, 

Good luck attend, and heaven graciously 

With timely fortunes watch thee and defend. 

This is the third of the family tempests that 

Recklessly blowing 

Have pass'd o'er the halls of the palace. 

First was the banquet children consuming, 

The wretched toils of Thyestes. 

Then came the death of a royal hero ; 

Slain in the waters perish'd the warrior 

King of Achaia. 

Now has the third come bringing deliverance, 

Or shall we say doom ? 

Where will the end be ; and where will the woe's wrath 

Be luird into slumber subsiding % 



THE EUMENIDES. 



THE PERSONS OF THE DRAMA. 

The Pythian Priestess. 

Apollo, 

Orestes. 

The Ghost of Clytcemnestra. 

Chorus of Furies, 

Athene, 

Hermes, 

A Herald, 

Areopagites. 

An Escort of Athenian Women. 



THE EUMENIDES. 



Scene L The outer court of the temple of Apollo 

at Delphi. 

The Pythian Priestess, 

First in this prayer I honour of the gods 
Earth primal seer ; Themis next to her, 
Who, legends say, succeeding took her seat 
On this her mother's throne oracular. 
Then third in order, in despite of none, 
Phoebe, another earth-sprung Titaness, 
With free will of her sister, is installed. 
She gives it Phoebus as a birth-day gift, 
Whose name of Phoebe's is a paronym. 
He, leaving Delos' lake and craggy ridge. 
Beaching his ships upon Queen Pallas' shores, 
Hollowed with harbours, came unto this land 
And Temple of Parnassus. Pioneers, 
The children of Hephaestus, honouring 
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Escort him, making tame a rugged land. 
When he arrives, the people reverence him 
Exceedingly, and Delphus, pilot-prince 
Of all the country worships. Zeus inspires 
His soul with the divine oracular art, 
And seats him a fourth prophet on the throne. 
Now is the Loxian mouth-piece of his sire. 
These are the gods I first invoke in prayers : 
Pallas Pronaea comes first in my words. 
And nymphs I reverence of the Corycian rock. 
Hollow, belov'd of birds, deities' haunt ; 
(For Bromius holds the spot, I mind it well, 
Since the day when he led the Bacchas out 
To murder, netting Pentheus like a hare. 
And founts of Pleistus, and Poseidon's might 
Invoke I, and fufiUing, highest Zeus. 
And then as prophetess I take my seat 
And now God grant me far the best of all 
My previous entrances ; of present Greeks, 
As is the rule, let each draw nigh by lot : 
For I give oracles as God may send. 

[S/te goes into the interior, and after a brief 
interval reappears in great agitation. 

Things hideous to tell, hideous to see 
g^ Send me back hither from the Loxian's home. 
Bkl have no strength to stand, or strength to walk. 

1 
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By clutchings of the hands I come, deprived 

Of the feet's swiftness : for a gray-haired dame 

Frightened is helpless, nay, a very child. 

Stealthily to the many garlanded 

Recess I came, and on the omphalus 

Beheld a man accursed of the gods, 

Seated in suppliant guise, whose hands with blood 

Were dripping, and he held a stain'd drawn sword, 

And topmost olive branch, cunningly crowned 

With a great fillet of the whitest wool. 

To this point I can speak with certainty. 

In front of him upon the benches lay 

A wondrous band of women slumbering ; 

I should say Gorgons, women they were not. 

Nor yet to Gorgons would I liken them. 

I saw once pictured creatures carrying 

Upward the meal of Phineus, but these were 

Wingless to look upon, and swarthy faced, 

In all things loathsome, snoring noisily 

A poisonous breathing unapproachable. 

And from their eyes a ghastly dew dripp'd down. 

To wear the dress they wore were impious. 

In the gods* temples or the halls of men. 

Never saw I the tribe whence this band came, 

Nor can I say what country nurturing 

This brood, can boast no woes have followed it. 

Himself the temple's lord, the all-powerful 
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Loxian take heed on what may hence be^dL 
A healing prophet, a seer of visions is he, 
A cleanser of the homes of other men. 



Scene II. Interior of the Temple. The Furies asleep 
on the benches^ Orestes on the Omphalus^ Apollo 
beside him, and Hermes in the background, 

Apollo. 

I will not give thee up. Throughout to the end 

A present guardian, though afar from thee, 

I will be no wise gentle to thy foes. 

For see these rabid creatures captured here, 

Fallen on sleep, accurs'd virginities. 

Night's ancient daughters, with whom mingles not 

In love ever one god or man or beast. 

It was for evil's sake that they were born, 

For in an evil darkness they abide 

And Tartarus beneath the earth, by men 

Abominated, and Olympian gods. 

But take to flight, nor be efleminate. 

For they shall chase thee o'er the long mainland, 
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Where'er thy feet tread in their wanderings, 
And o*er the sea, and to the wave-girt towns. 
Now faint not, brooding over this thy toil, 
But go to Pallas' town, and kneel in prayer, 
Taking her ancient image in thine arms. 
And there with jurymen and advocates* 
Appeasing words, we will find out a way 
To rid thee thoroughly from these thy toils. 
For I did lead thee on to matricide. 

Orestes, 

O prince Apollo, thou know*st justice well, 

Seeing thou know'st, learn too good heed : thy 

strength 
Is trusty to perform a benefit. 

Apollo. 

Remember. Let not fear conquer thy mind. 

[Exit Orestes, 

But thou, own brother, blood of a common sire, 
Be his guard, Hermes, and right true to thy name 
Conduct and shepherd this thy suppliant. 
Zeus reverences this outlaw's privilege, 
That comes to men by escort fortunate. 

[Exeunt, Enter ClytcBmnestra' s Ghost. 
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Ghost 

Slumber. What need have we of slumberers % 

Me by you utterly thus held at naught 

Among the other dead for murder done 

Reproach among the shades abandons not. 

Disgraced I wander. I tell you openly, 

At their hands I have heavy reproach to bear. 

Smitten thus horribly by my dearest ones, 

I rouse no wrath in any of the gods, 

Butcher'd by violent matricidal hands. 

Your heart beholds these gaping wounds of mine, 

For the soul in slumber is enlightened with eyes, 

Though in the day man's fate is not to see. 

Many an offering at my hands ye lapp'd, 

Wineless libations, sober appeasing draughts ; 

Nocturnal solemn meals upon the hearth 

I gave you at the season no god loves. 

All these I see now trodden underfoot. 

And he has fled, escaping like a fawn ; 

Aye, and has even from the midmost toils 

Leapt lightly forth, making great mock of you. 

Hear how I plead as if for very life. 

Be ware of me, infernal goddesses. 

I, Clytaemnestra, call you in a dream. 

\She listens as if for an answer. The Furies begin to 

moan. 
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Moan on. The man is off, fleeing afar. 

My children have their patrons. I have none. 

[A pause. The moaning increases. 

Too long thou slumberest, pitiless of my pain. 
Orestes, murderer of his mother, is gone. 

[Another pause. The moaning continues^ 

Groanest and slumberest ? Wilt thou not rise up ? 
But to work woe, what hast thou ever done 1 

[Another pause. The moaning continues. 

Slumber and toil, puissant confederates. 
Have sapp'd the hideous serpent's strength to the 
bone. 

Chorus, {half asleep^ 
Seize him, oh ! seize him, seize him, have a care. 

Clytcemnestra, 

Thou huntest in dreams the quarry, and givest tongue, 
A hound ne'er failing from the thought of toil. 
What doest thou % Rise up. Let not toil prevail. 
Ignore not my distress, relaxed in sleep. 
Sicken at h^art, smitten by just reproofs. 
Which to the holy are as a very scourge. 

(To another^ 

And thou blowing on him with bloody breath, 

M 
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Withering with vapour of thy belly's fire, 
Follow, consume hira with a second chace. 

Leader of the Chorus {rising. 

Awake. Do thou wake her, as I wake thee. 
Slumberest ? Rise up, and cast from thee sleep. 
See we if aught of this prelude be vain. 

[They rise and sing dispersed i 

Strophe a. 

Woe to us ! Shame 1 My comrades, we endure 
(I too endure great pangs without redress). 

Endure a grievous, foul calamity, 
Unbearable distress. 

I lost my prey, while sleep had mastered me. 

The quarry has fallen from the net secure. 

Antistrophe a. 

Thou, son of Zeus, the robber art. 'Tis thou 

Hating the old gods ridest over us 
Honouring in youthful pride a bitter son, 

A suppliant impious. 
A matricide thou, god, hast from us won. 
What of all this will Zeus as just allow % 
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Strophe /?. 

Me a reproach that out of dreams drew near, 

Piercing the breast with force, 
Smote as with furious scourge a charioteer 

His horses in the course. 
The hateful public wielder of the thong 
Has sent the numbing pain my Hmbs along. 

Antistrophe /S. 
This is how these young gods work recklessly. 

Who in defiance reign 
Of right in all things : all men now may see 

Earth's centre to retain 
From head to foot the clots of dripping gore, 
Pollution horrible, unknown before. 

Strophe 7. 

Thyself a prophet hast defiled thy shrine. 

Unbidden, firom suasion and from force exempt, 

Lawless, preferring human to divine, 

Holding the ancient Moirae in contempt. 

Antistrophe y. 

Me thou embitterest, him shalt not release, 

Escaping hell-wards, none the more set free ; 
Thy suppliant even there shall find no peace. 
Confronted with fresh fiends in place of me. 

\Enter Apollo, 
M 2 
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Apollo, 

I bid you from these halls withdraw with speed. 

Rid from pollution my oracular shrine. 

Lest bitten by the wingid gleaming snake, 

Darting from out a bow of beaten gold, 

Thou void black foam of human blood in pain, 

Vomiting the clots which thou hast quaffed of gore. 

Ye may not find a haven in these halls, 

But where head-severing, where eye-tearing pangs, 

Where butcheries and abortions congregate. 

And men do violence to the vigour of youth. 

And mutilate, and stone, and through the spine 

Impaled, with piteous moanings murmur long. 

Hear ye the feasts the gods abhor ye for, 

Because ye love them % The manner of your form 

Throughout suggests it : women such as ye 

Should dwell within blood-lapping lions' caves. 

Not linger fouling this oracular shrine. 

Begone, ye herd that wander herdsmanless, 

A flock none of the gods takes pleasure in. 

Chorus, 

O prince Apollo ! hear thou in thy turn. 
Thyself hast been no cause in part of this : 
Alone thou didst it all, sole guilty one. 
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Apollo, 
How so ] Prolo ng your speech with me thus far. 

Chorus, 
Thou bad* St a stranger be a matricide. 

Apollo, 
I bade him expiate his father's death. 

Chorus, 

Thou said'st thou would'st receive here fresh-spilt 
blood. 

Apollo, 

I said * To refuge come within my halls.' 

Chorus, 
Yet thou abusest those who brought him here. 

Apollo. 
Because they are unfit to enter in. 

Chorus. 
This is the office God assigns to us. 

Apollo, 
What office? Boast no foul prerogative. 
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Chorus, 
We pursue matricides from house to house. 

Apollo, 
What? Of a mother who had slain her lord I 

Chorus, 
To slay a husband is not to slay kin. 

Apollo. 

Verily, honourless and set at naught 
By you were all the guarantees of Zeus 
And love-perfecting Her^. Cypris too 
Were cast out honourless by such reasoning. 
Who gives to mortals all their dearest ties. 
The destined marriage of a man and wife, 
Guarded by right, is stronger than an oath. 
If ye relax towards mutual murderers, 
Visiting them never with avenging wrath. 
Ye have no right to chase Orestes now. 
In this case I behold you furious 
In your exactions, and in that remiss. 
Pallas shall look into the rights of it. 

Chorus. 
There is no chance that I should let him go. 
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Apollo, 
Well then pursue him and add toil to toil. 

Chorus, 
Shear not mine honours with thy biting speech. 

Apollo. 
I would not take thine honours at a gift. 

Chorus, 

So great art thou beside the throne of Zeus. 
But I, scenting a mother's blood, will wreak 
Vengeance on this man, hunting him to death. 

Apollo, 

And I will aid and save my suppliant ; 
Whose wrath will injure me among all men 
And gods, if willingly I give him up. 

\Exeunt, 
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Scene III. — The Temple of Athene at Athens. 

Orestes, 

queen Athene, hither have I come, 
Brought by the biddings of the Loxian, 
Receive with mercy an accursed wretch, 
Unpurified no more, nor with stained hands. 

But with my guilt's edge blunted, and worn down 

By contact with the wayfarings of men 

And human homes, none the less passing o'er 

The mainland and the sea, keeping entire 

The oracular utterance of the Loxian, 

Thy temple and thine image I have reached : 

Here, watching, will await Right's last decree. 

\Enter the Furies. 

Chorus, 

Aha ! here are plain traces of our game. 
Follow the tellings of the voiceless guide. 
For as an hound a wounded fawn, so we 
By drippings of bloody sweat track out our prey. 
With many mortal-wearying toils my breast 
Is panting : as a shepherd searching for 
AVater and pasturage, over all the plains 

1 ran, surveying every hidden nook. 
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Over the sea too in my wingless flight, 

I came pursuing, swift as any ship ; 

And now he is here somewhere crouching down, 

The scent of human blood is mocking me. 

Look around, look around, search the enclosure every 

side. 
Lest by stealth he vanish from us, and we miss the 

matricide. 
Ah ! he has found aid again : he is willing to be tried 
For the impious deed of violence that his reckless 

hands have done. 
Now about the immortal goddess' statue he is twining 

round. 
Seeking if perchance by prayer he find what never 

yet a mortal found. 
Hard it is to gather up a mother's blood from off the 

ground ; 
Blood when once upon the threshold fallen is for ever 

gone. 
In requital thou shalt give us from thy living limbs to 

lap 
Blood libation : may God grant me sanguine draughts 

of bitter sap. 
Having drained thee dry, still living I will lead thee 

down below. 
Lengthening the usurious payment of a matricidal 

woe. 
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There the punishment of other erring mortals thou 
shalt see, 

Who to god, or guest, or parent, ever acted im- 
piously. 

There an auditor of evil mighty Hades thou shalt 
find, 

Under earth surveying all things with an all-recording 
mind. 

Orestes. 

I, by a long experience of woe, 

Know many purifying rites, and when 

To talk and to keep silence. In this case 

A cunning master bade me to speak out. 

The blood grows wan and dies from off my hand : 

A mother's murder stain is cleansable. 

For while yet fresh at the god Phoebus' hearth 

'Twas driven with purifying blood of swine. 

'Twere a long tale for me tell throughout. 

How many unharmed have companied with me. 

Time cleanseth all things, growing old therewith. 

Wherefore with pure mouth and auspicious words 

Athene I invoke, queen of this land. 

To come to me mine aider,and without war 

Acquire myself and town and Argive race, 

A faithful ally duly in all things. 

But whether in some spot of Libyan land 



\ 
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By flood Tritonian, her natal stream, 

She stands with foot advanced, or draped with robes, 

Aiding her friends, or o'er Phlegraean plain 

Watches like some bold leader of a host, 

Oh ! may she come (being god she hears afar) 

To be for me releaser from this gang. 

Chorus, 

Nowise shall Phoebus, or Athene's strength 

Deliver thee from falling utterly 

Abandoned, never finding joy's abode, 

A bloodless meal of demons, a mere shade. 

Answerest not, but spit'st upon my words, 

Who art fed up for me, and consecrate ? 

A living feast and by no altar slain, 

Hear thou this hymn that binds thee with its spell. 

Come let us also link for the dance now, 

Seeing we purpose 

Display of our horrible music. 

With a narration of how our company 

Apportions destinies human. 

And we maintain we are strictly righteous. 

Men, who in purity 

Openly show hands pure and unstained. 

From us no anger assaileth : 

Such men pass through life in security \ 

But for a sinner who even as this man 
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Conceals hands gory with murder, 
We on the side of the slaughter'd as truthful 
Witnesses surely appearing against him, 
Of blood are stringent exactors. 

Strophe a. 

Mother, who borest me, O Mother Night, 

A power of vengeance the sins to requite 

Of dead shades in darkness and mortals in light, 

Me, the son of Latona has robb'd of my due, 

And rescued this timorous creature anew, 

My victim appointed, his mother who slew. 

Over him that is sacrificed chaunt we this strain, 

Madness and frenzy consuming the brain, 

A hymn of the furies that acts as a chain 

On the spirit of man with its dreary refrain, 

A song that from living men life blood can drain. 

Aniistrophe a. 

For unto me unchanging Destiny spun 

And portioned this lot, when my life was begun, 

To have and to hold ; and when murder is done 

By a man on his kindred irreverently, 

Till he go down to Hell, with him company we. 

Nor even when dead is he utterly firee. 

Over him that is sacrificed chaunt we this strain, 
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Madness and frenzy consuming the brain, 

A hymn of the furies that acts as a chain 

On the spirit of man with its dreary refrain, 

A song that from living men life blood can drain. 

Strophe p. 

At our birth this our destiny to us was thrown. 
And we keep off our hands from immortals alone ; 
We sit at our banquets companionless ; 
No sharing have we in white festival dress. 
For I chose for my portion the ruin of homes, 
When a quarrel domestic to murdering comes. 
Pursuing the slayer, ho ! strong though he be. 
We quench his young lustihood ruinously. 

Antistrophe fB. 

Of these duties a zealous monopolist, I 
Would the prayers of the murder'd, who unto me cry, 
From all other gods' intervention keep pure. 
And exemption from previous inquiry ensure. 
For Zeus in contempt from his presence in heaven 
Our horrible blood-dripping chorus has driven ; 
But I, leaping down from the sky, bring to bear 
My foot's heavy strength on the wearied, nor spare. 

Strophe y. 
Men's glories superb in the light of the day, 
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In the darkness of Hell wane and dwindle away, 
When our dusky-rob'd company's charges they meet, 
And the mystical ruining dance of our feet 

Aniistrophe y. 

As he falls, bhnd with frenzy, he knoweth not dread, 
For guilt like a mist hovers over his head, 
And whispering Report's many-murmuring lips 
Overwhelm his whole house with a murky eclipse. 

Strophe 8. 

It abideth : inventive, fulfilling are we, 

Reverend gods, who forget not a sin that we see ; 

No mortal may soothe with his prayers our decree. 

Dishonour'd an honourless lot we pursue 

In sunless obscurity hidden from view, 

\ly paths nor the seeing nor blind may pass through. 

Antistrophe h. 

Who is there of mortals who now that he hears 
My god-given ordinance, overcomes fears 
Nor my final and fate-ordained office reveres % 
Our prerogatives ancient no man dare despise, 
Though our station is gloomy and underground lies, 
And we dwell far removed from the light of the skies. 

\Enter Athene. 
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Athene. 

I heard from far a calling voice, beside 

Scamander, while I made the land secure, 

Which the Achaean chiefs and princes gave, 

A mighty portion of the captur'd wealth, 

Root and branch to me, mine throughout all time, 

A chosen donative to Theseus' sons. 

Thence following an untiring foot I came 

Wingless, with rushing sound of bellying shield, 

Yoking my car to vigorous steed-like limbs. 

Now seeing in my land this company, 

I have no dread, but wonder holds my eyes. 

Who are ye % Unto all I speak at once, 

This stranger seated at my statue here, 

And ye, like no race of begotten things. 

Neither by gods seen among goddesses, 

Nor yet resembling any human forms. 

Though to speak ill of a deformity 

Is wrong, and fitness stands aloof from it. 

Chorus, 

Daughter of Zeus, thou shalt hear briefly all. 

We are the children of eternal night. 

Called * Arae ' in our homes beneath the earth. 

Athene. 
I know the race and its appropriate names. 



I. 
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C/iortds, 
Thou shalt soon hear too our prerogatives. 

I would learn, could one tell me a clear tale. 

Chorus. 
We pursue homicides from house to house. 

A/Aem, 
And where the limit of the murderer's flight ? 

CAorus. 
The land where joy is held of no account. 

Af/iene. 
Would' St thou drive this man thither in thy cha 

Chorus. 
I would. He slew his mother with intent 

AfAene. 
Fearing the rancour of no other need 1 

C/iorus. 
What sting has power to drive to matricide 1 
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Athene, 
There are two sides. I hear but half a tale. 

Chorus* 
He will not take or offer us an oath. 

Athene, 
Ye love right's name, but right itself ye hate. 

Chorus. 
How so % Explain. Thou hast no lack of wit. 

Athene, 
An unjust cause shall not prevail by oaths. 

Chorus, 
Examine him and give straight sentence then. 

Athene, 
Would ye commit the charge's end to me % 

Chorus, 
Why not, thou worthy child of a noble sire ? 

Athene, 
Stranger, what would' st thou answer on thy part ] 

N 
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Toll me thy country, and thy rac^ and thy 
Misfortunes, and then ward from thee this blame. 
If, as I think, thou trusting justice, sitt'st 
Clasping my statue and hard by my hearth, 
A cleansed suppliant, in Ixion's rights, 
(live answer I may comprehend with ease. 

Orestes, 

() (luoon Athene, first from thy last words 

I will remove a grave anxiety. 

linpurifiod I am not, nor doth blood 

Cling to the hand that on thine image rests. 

And I will give thee evidence of this. 

1'hc (nistoni is, the murderer should restrain 

II is voice, until some purifying priest 

Sprinkle his hands with blood of growing brute. 

In other halls I had these rights perfonned 

Long since, by slain beasts and by running streams. 

This source of care, I say, is thus removed : 

And what my race is, thou shalt quickly learn. 

Argive am I ; thou knowest well my sire. 

Commander of the naval armament, 

I^rince Agamemnon, with whom thou did'st make 

Ilium's town Troy townsmanless. He died 

Ignobly, having come unto his home ; 

For my black hearted mother murder'd him 

Enwrapt in cunning toils, which many a day 
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Bore witness to the butchery of the bath. 

I coming back, an exile till that time, 

Did shed her blood who bore me, I confess, 

A murderous price paid for my father's death. 

Herein the Loxian is confederate 

Who spoke of heart pains, sharp as any goad, 

If I refrained to slay the guilty ones. 

Do thou give judgment whether righteously 

Or not I slew them. I will acquiesce 

In any sentence coming from thy mouth. 

Athene. 

The matter is too great, if any man 
Think to decide it, nor may / pronounce 
Judgment on murder done in heat of blood ; 
Especially since to my temple thou 
Hast come a perfect suppliant, harmless, pure. 
And I receive thee blameless towards my town. 
Yet these have hearts by no means placable, 
And should they miss issue victorious, 
Hereafter venom vomited in wrath 
Will, fallen on my country's plain, beget 
Unbearable and everlasting plague. 
Such are the two alternatives proposed. 
Both, to expel them or let them stay, 
Helplessly fraught with grievous woes for me. 
But since this matter hither has inclined, 

. N 3 
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I will select and bind by fitting oaths 
Jurymen to give verdict of the blood. 
An institution to abide all time. 

{To the Furies,) 
But do ye get you testimonies and proofs 
In aid of justice and adduced on oath. 
While I will pick my goodliest citizens, 
And come this matter truly to decide, 
Tendering them oaths to utter no wrong doom. 

{Exit,] 

Chorus. 
Strophe a. 

Now will be rising of ordinance new fi*om the ancient 

laws that are dead, 
If this matricide's notion of right and wrong be allowed 

and established. 
For henceforth this his murderous deed will mortals 

to recklessness wed, 
And verily many a parent slain by a son will be brought 

to the tomb. 
Numberless children-inflicted woundings await them 

in time to come. 

Antistrophe a. 

Wherefore, seeing no wrath may assail him from this 
our Maenad choir, 
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The ancient watchers of men, we will let murder loose, 

and retire, 
Till proclaiming the woes of his neighbour every one 

shall from other inquire 
How they may bring to an end or assuage the horrible 

toils they endure 
And each shall propose to his neighbour an empty and 

never availing cure. 

Strophe p. 

Then let not any one call aloud and shriek shrilly this 
verse, 

" O Justice, O Fiuries' thrones !" smarting under the 
scourging of the curse. 

Thus it may be some father or mother whose heart 
has been lately rent. 

Since the house of Justice is fallen, will utter a lament- 
able lament. 

Antistrophe p. 

Somewhere surely the fear of God enthroned, with 

jealous eyes 
Should watch a man's thoughts : it is good for him 

that constraint should render him wise. 
For who, be he town or man, who in heart unshadowed 

by any affright 
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Nourished no more any fear, would any more rever- 
ence Right 1 

Strophe y. 

Praise not anarchical life nor a life under tyranny. 

To the mean in all things God has given the sove- 
reignty. 

All other forms of rule he regards with inimical eyes. 

And I will quote you a verse that with this in accord- 
ance lies, 

" Violence truly is brought forth of impiety, 

And of healthfulness of mind belovM prosperity." 



Antistrophe y. 

I say, in everything reverence the altar of Right, 
Nor spurn it with godless foot, whenever gain is in 

sight. 
For punishment is at hand, and the end abideth siwe, 
Wherefore let every man who would live from ruin 

secure. 
Continue to pay to his parents due honour and 

reverence. 
And kindly entreat the stranger with lodging and 

sustenance. 

Strophe 8. 
He who without constraint is willingly righteous. 
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By the tender mercy of God shall not be unprosperous. 
Never on him and his house shall an utter ruin fall ; 
But he who is overbold, and transgresses, I say, in all 
His doings apart from Right, by force and confusedly, 
When trouble shall come upon him, his sail from him 

torn shall be. 
And his shivered mast headlong overboard plunge 

quivering into the sea. 

Antistrophe 3. 

And he shall call upon them, whose ears from his 

prayers are fenced. 
From the midst of the eddying whirlpool no mortal 

may wrestle against ; 
And God shall laugh beholding the rash man con- 
fident. 
Against the woes that surround him, resourceless and 

impotent. 
No longer running lightly o'er the waveless face of 

the sea. 
For though late on the rocks of Right he has wrecked 

his prosperity ; 
And the waters roll over him ; gone and unknown and 

unwept for is he. 
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Scene IV. The top of the Acropolis at Athens. E 
Athene at the head of the CitizenSy Orestes, ana 

Chorus, 

Athene, 

Herald, proclaim and gather in the host. 
Then let the Tyrrhene trump with human breath 
Filled to the brim, piercingly audible, 
Make manifest its shrill, strained utterance. 
For while this council throng is gathering. 
Silence and audience of mine ordinance 
Befit the whole town, for all time to come. 
And this man that his case be judged aright, 

[The trumpet sounds. The Areopagites take t 

seats. Enter Ap. 

Chorus, 

Prince Apollo, rule thou thine own realm. 
Tell us in what way this concemeth thee. 

Apollo. 

1 came both to bear witness (for this man 
My suppliant is, and on my temple's hearth 
Hath sat, and I have cleans'd him from blood stai 
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And also to be advocate ; and I 
Am implicated in his mother's death. 

(To Athene^ 
Thou introduce the suit ; and as thou knowest 
All the due forms, give it validity. 

Athene {to the Furies). 

'Tis yours to speak. I introduce the case. 
The plaintiff, speaking foremost should expound. 
Starting from the beginning accurately 
The circumstances whence this suit arose. 

Chorus, 

Many are we, but brief shall be our speech. 

{To Orestes,) 
Answer, in turn advancing phrase for phrase. 
First tell us, didst thou not thy mother slay 1 

Orestes, 
I did. Of that there is no question raised. 

Chorus, 
The first of the three wrestling bouts is mine. 

Orestes. 
Ye boast against me, but I am not down. 
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CAorus, 
Still thou must tell us how thou slewest her. 

Oresfes. 
Yea ; with drawn sword I stabbed her in the thr< 

CAorus. 
By whom persuaded, and by whose advice ? 

Orestes, 
By this god's oracles. He my witness is. 

C/iorus. 
The seer led thee on to matricide 1 

Orestes, 
And hitherto I have not blamed the chance. 

C/iorus, 
If the vote grasp thee, thou shalt not say that. 

Orestes, 
I fear not ; my sire sends aid from the tomb. 

CAorus, 
In the dead put thy trust then, matricide. 
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Orestes, 
She had upon her hands a two-fold stain. 

Chorus, 
How so ? Make that clear to the jurymen. 

Orestes, 
She slew her husband and she slew my sire. 

Chorus, 
Thou art alive, but she is freed from blood. 

Orestes, 
Why did ye not, while yet she lived, chase her ? 

Chorus, 
The blood that she shed was no kindred blood. 

Orestes, 
And am / then akin to her in blood % 

Chorus, 

How else could she have borne thee, bloody wretch, 
Within beneath her girdle ? Wouldest thou 
Repudiate a mother's dearest blood ? 
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Orestes, 

Now, then do thou bear witness and expound, 
Apollo, if with right I slaughtered her ; 
That we did slay her, we do not deny. 
Do thou determine, whether righteously 
Or not her blood fell, that I may tell these. 

Apollo (to the Areopagites) . 

Athene's mighty ordinance, I say, 
" Righteously." Being a seer I tell no lie. 
For never yet on my prophetic throne 
Spake I of man, or woman, or of town 
What Zeus, the father of Olympians, 
Had not commanded me. I call on you 
To learn how great this strength of justice is. 
To act in furtherance of my father's will. 
An oath is nowise mightier than Zeus. 

Chorus, 

Zeus, thou declarest, gave thee this response, 
To bid Orestes, the defendant here. 
Exact his father's blood, and cease the while 
To hold his mother in the reverence due % 

Apollo, 
Yea ; but how different were the victims' fates. 
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The one a noble hero, royally 

Invested with the sceptre from king Zeus, 

Dying by woman's hands, no Amazon's, 

With furious far darting archery. 

But even as thou shalt hear, Pallas, and ye 

Who sit to vote decision of this case. 

For when he came home from the long campaign, 

Having fared in it for the most part well, 

Receiving him with kindly words, she stretched 

Tent-like across the bath, from end to end, 

A mantle, while he washed himself within, 

And, in the trammels of the costly robe 

Inextricably fettered, butchered him. 

Such as I have described it, was, I say. 

The murd'rous doom of that all-honoured man. 

The captain of the naval armament ; 

And her have I depicted thus, to move 

Yoiu: hearts, into whose hands the case has come. 

Chorus, 

Zeus, thou would'st say, regards a father's wrongs. 
Yet himself bound Cronus, his aged sire. 
Say, how is this not contrary to that % 

{To the Areopagites.) 
I call on you ; take notice of this flaw. 

Apollo, 
Monsters, all hateful, loathings of the gods. 
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There is this cure, that Zeus can loose his bonds. 

For him there are many ways of release ; 

But when the dust has sucked in a man's blood, 

For him once dead there is no rising up. 

For this my father no enchanting song 

Devised ; but all else turning up and down 

He settles, strong and panting not with toil. 

Chorus, 

Mark then : on what ground canst thou undertake 

The case of the defendant 1 seeing he shed 

A mother's kindred blood upon the ground, 

Shall he then dwell within his father's halls, 

In Argos 1 what state altars will he use % 

What clansman's lustral bowl will welcome him i 

Apollo. 

This too I will declare ; hear, with what truth 

I speak. The mother is not origin 

Of what we call her offspring, but the nurse, 

The nurturer merely of the new-sown seed. 

It Cometh from the male, and she preserves 

And entertains, even as a host his guest, 

The germ of life, when no god injures it. 

And I will give sure token of this thing. 

Paternity without maternity 

Is possible. My witness stand eth here. 
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The daughter of Olympian Zeus, increased 

Within the darkness of no female womb ; 

And such a shoot no other god could get. 

Now I, O Pallas, in all other things, 

Even to the best of all my knowledge and power, 

Will make thy people and thy city great ; 

And this man, suppliant to thy temple's hearth, 

I sent here, to be faithful to all time ; 

That thou might'st win him, goddess, for ally, 

And children after him ; and that it might abide, 

That these men's sons should love this compact sure. 

» 

Athene, 

Enough ; now let the jurymen pronounce 
A righteous verdict in sincerity. 

Chorus, 

Shot is our last shaft ; I abide to hear 
To which side the decision will incline. 

Athene, 
How may I blameless be towards you both ? 

Chorus, (To the Areopagites), 

Strangers, ye have heard all. Within your hearts, 
The while ye vote, reverence the oath ye took. 
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Athene, 

Now hear mine ordinance, O Attic host, 

Ye who decide the first suit of blood shed. 

For ever in the time to come this court 

Of jurymen in -^geus* town shall last. 

Hear too of Ares* hill, the Amazons' 

Encampment, when they came in arms for hate 

Of Theseus, and inimically built 

This new and towering city's citadel, 

Rearing up rival towers ; and sacrificed 

To Ares, from whose name the place is called 

The hill and rock of Ares ; and therein 

The townsmen's awe and kindred fear shall hold 

Men from injustice, day and night alike. 

Until they tamper with the ancient laws. 

Staining fair water with an influx foul 

And mud, thou wilt not have whereof to drink. 

I will my citizens embrace a rule. 

Neither anarchical nor tyrannous. 

And standing by it, hold it in due awe. 

Nor cast all reverence forth from out the town. 

For what man void of reverence is just % 

Such rule if ye shall rightly hold in awe, 

Ye shall possess a bulwark and a rock 

Of safety, such as men have nowhere else 

Among the Scythians, or in Pelops' land. 
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This venerable court, inviolate 
Of bribes and swift to anger, I appoint 
A watchful guardian o'er the slumbering town. 
Thus far unto my townsmen I prolong 
An exhortation for the time to come. 
Deal justly, vote, pass judgment in the suit 
With reverence of your oath. My speech is o*er. 

(The First Areopagite votes,) 

Chorus, 

I counsel you : deprive not of its dues 
Our company, grievous sojourners in the land. 
{The Second Areopagite votes) 

Apollo, 

I bid you make not fruitless, but revere 
Responses given to men by Zeus and me. 
{The Third Areopagite votes) 

Chorus, 

Needlessly thou respectest deeds of blood. 
No longer shall thine oracles be pure. 

{The Fourth Areopagite votes.) 

Apollo, 

Nay ; did my father in his counsels trip, 

Hearing Ixion, primal murderer 1 

{The Fifth Areopagite votes.) 

o 
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Chorus, 

Thou utterest words. But if /lose the case, 
I haunt this land hereafter grievously. 

{The Sixth Areopagite votes ^ 

Apollo, 

But thou art honourless both among young 
And ancient gods, and I shall conquer thee. 

{The Seventh Areopagite votes.) 

Chorus, 

Thus didst thou also in king Pheres' halls, 
Luring the Fates to make men deathless there. 

{The Eighth Areopagite votes^ 

Apollo, 

Is it not right to aid one's worshipper 
Ever, especially in time of need ? 

{The Ninth Areopagite votes,) 

Chorus, 

Thou, rendering their old arrangements naught, 
Did' St ancient goddesses with wine cajole. 

{The Tenth Areopagite votes,) 
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Apollo, 

Thou soon shalt lose the issue of the suit, 
And vent thy poison harmless on thy foes. 

(The Eleventh Areopas^te votes,) 

Chorus, 

Since in mine age the young ride over me, 
I wait to hear the sentence, knowing not 
Whether to be wrathful with the town or no. 

{The Twelfth Areopagite votes,) 

Athene, 

It is for me to give decision last, 

And to Orestes I add this my vote. 

I was born motherless, and in all things, 

With all my heart, save in assent to wed. 

Commend the male, and stand on the sire's side. 

I care not greatly for the woman's wrongs, 

Who slew her husband, guardian of her house. 

Orestes wins, if the votes equal be. 

Cast forth with speed the lots from out the urns, 

Ye jurymen, to whom this office falls. 

Orestes, 
Phoebus Apollo ! what will the verdict be % 
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Chorus, 
Night, swarthy mother mine, seest thou this ? 

Orestes. 
The end is come. Death, or to see the light. 

Chorus, 
For us to perish, or be honoured more. 

Athene, 

Strangers correctly count the votes cast forth, 
And in the distribution reverence right. 

Chorus, 

Where care is absent, mighty woes arise. 
One pebble hitting has built up a house. 

{The votes are counted^ 

Athene, 

This man has been acquitted of blood shed ; 
For equal is the number of the votes. 

Orestes, 

O Pallas ! O thou Saviour of my house. 
Thou hast established me again within 
The fatherland whereof I was bereft ; 
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And Greek shall say to Greek, * This man once more 

Is Argive, reinstated in his father's wealth, 

By grace of Pallas and the Loxian, 

And him, who comes third, all-fulfilling god, 

Zeus Saviour,' who has been my Saviour now, 

Having respect unto my father's fate, 

Beholding these my mother's advocates. 

I will now go away unto my home. 

Having first sworn an oath to this thy land 

And people, to abide all length of time. 

That firom us no king, piloting his host, 

Shall bear against theto the well-ordered spear. 

For we ourselves, though in our tomb that day, 

For those who shall transgress the oath I swear, 

Will, rendering -their marches spiritless. 

And voyages contrary, with omens foul, 

Bring it about that they shall rue their pains. 

But if these oaths be kept, with allied spear 

If they shall ever honour Pallas' town. 

We will be unto them more favourable. 

Now farewell thou, farewell thy burghers all ! 

Have ever skill in fight inevitable 

Against thy foes, and saving victory. 

[£xeunt Orestes and Apollo, 

Chorus, 
Ha 1 younger gods, ye trample under foot, 
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Ye take from out my hands the ancient laws. 
But I dishon9ur*d, in anger sore, 

In misery causing grief in turn, 
A venom upon the land will pour, 

Distilling a blight the soil to burn. 
And from it a ruinous moss shall grow. 

Consuming the leaves and spreading dearth ; 
And deadly blotches, a murrainous woe, 

Be scattered abroad upon the earth. 
Do I moan and grieve 1 I have wept too long. 

My tears on the city shall bring distress. 
Ah ! Daughters of Night, a grievous wrong 

We suffer, dishonoured and comfortless. 

Athene, 

Hearken to me, nor take it so to heart. 
Ye are not conquered ; the votes equal were ; 
And no dishonour comes to you therefrom. 
Clear testimony was brought from Zeus himself, 
And he who gave response attested it, 
That in this deed Orestes gat no wrong. 
Dart not upon the land your grievous rage ; 
Cease from your wrath, nor cause sterility, 
Discharging your distillments of resent. 
Devouring shafts, destructive to the seed ; 
And I here promise you in all good faith, 
That ye shall have within my faithful land 
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A dwelling place and vaulted sanctuary, 
Seated upon bright thrones, on costly hearths, 
Held in high honour by my citizens. 

Chorus, 

Ha ! younger gods, ye trample under foot. 
Ye take from out my hands the ancient laws. 
But I dishonoured, in anger sore, 

In misery causing grief in turn, 
A venom upon the land will pour, 

Distilling a blight the soil to burn ; 
And from it a ruinous moss shall grow. 

Consuming the leaves and spreading dearth ; 
And deadly blotches, a murrainous woe. 

Be scattered abroad upon the earth. 
Do I moan and grieve ? I have wept too long. 

My tears on the city shall bring distress. 
Ah ! Daughters of Night, a grievous wrong 

We suffer, dishonoured and comfortless. 

Athene, 

Dishonoured ye are not ; nor, being gods. 
Make mortals' land barren beyond all cure. 
I too have put my trust in Zeus, and know, 
How shall I say it % alone of all the gods. 
The vault's key, where the thunder-bolt is sealed. 
But it I need not. Be amenable, 
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Nor cast forth thus fruit of a wanton tongue. 
That may beget ill luck through all the land. 
Calm thou thy dark wave's bitter violence ; 
Become my honoured fellow-occupant. 
And when thou hast in perpetuity 
The first fruits of this far extended land 
Offered for children and the bridal rite, 
Thou wilt be thankful for these words of mine. 

Chorus, 

That I should suffer this distress, 

That in this land I, wise with age, 
Should dwell, defilement honourless I 

I breathe forth hate and all my rage. 
Woe ! woe is me 1 O earth 1 alas 1 

What pang is this that rends my side ? 
Night, Mother, hear my agony. 

The gods of all my ancient pride 
With grievous guile have beggared me. 

Athene, 

I will bear with thine anger ; thou art old 

Beyond my years and wiser, though to me 

Zeus also gave no mean intelligence. 

And if ye leave it for a foreign tribe, 

Ye will long for this land : this I foretell. 

For time's stream forwards-flowing shall become 

More full of honour for my citizens : 
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And thou shalt have an honoured seat beside 

The temple of Erechtheus, and obtain 

From bands of men and women worshipping 

Such gifts as nowhere other nations give. 

Do thou not cast upon my territory 

Whetstones of blood, the bane of youthful hearts, 

Madden'd with frenzy, uninspired of wine ; 

Nor plucking out implant within the breasts 

Of citizens of mine fighting cocks' hearts, 

Mutual hate, intestine violence. 

Let foreign war in no scant measure come 

For him who cherishes strong love of fame, 

But I forbid fight of domestic fowl. 

Such are the blessings that I offer thee 

To do well, well-entreated, honour'd well. 

Possessing this most god beloved land. 

Chorus, 

That I should suffer this distress, 

That in this land I, wise with age. 
Should dwell, defilement honourless ! 

I breathe forth hate and all my rage. 
Woe, woe is me ! O earth, alas ! 

What pain is this that rends my side % 
Night, Mother, hear my agony. 

The gods of all my ancient pride 
With grievous guile have beggar'd me. 
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Athene, 

I will not weary speaking fair to thee, 

That thou ma/st never say, that in thine age 

I in my youth and these my burghers here 

Drove thee an honourless alien from the land. 

But if the reverence that persuasion claims 

Be holy in thy sight, if soothing words 

And honeyed accents of my tongue move thee, 

Then do thou stay ; but if thou wilt not stay. 

Thou can'st not fairly let fall on this town 

And people any fury, wrath, or harm. 

For thou may'st have thy portion in the land. 

Fairly in all things honoured with thy dues. 

Chorus, 
Athene, queen, what abode may I have % 

Athene, 
One by all woe unharmed ; do thou take it. 

Chorus, 
Suppose I take it, what rank shall I have ] 

Athene, 
No house shall flourish without thy goodwill. 
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Chorus, 
Wilt thou effect that I shall have such strength % 

Athene, 
We will raise up his house who worships thee. 

Chorus, 
And wilt thou give me surety for all time % 

Athene, 
Need I have promised, if I meant it not % 

Chorus, 
Thou hast appeased me : I relax my wrath. 

Athene. 
Thou shalt dwell in the land and gain new friends. 

Chorus, 
What hymn of blessing shall we chaunt for it ? 

Athene, 

Strains that result in glorious victory, 
And that too from the earth and the sea-waves 
And heaven ; that the breathings of the winds 
In brilliant sunshine blow upon the land ; 
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That fruit of earth and cattle flowing in 
Abounding for my townsmen weary not, 
With preservation too of mortal seed, 
But of the impious be less tolerant. 
For like a gardener I would have the race 
Of righteous men unvexed with mingled weeds. 
Such shall be thy portion. / will never rest 
From honouring in the glorious games of war 
This town, until it overtops the world. 

Chorus, Strophe a. 

With Pallas here I too will dwell, 

Nor in light honour hold 
The city, the gods* citadel, 

That Zeus and Ares bold 
Appointed the Greek shrines' mainstay, 

The deities' delight ; 
For her in kindly song I pray 

That the sun's influence bright 
May draw up from the teeming earth 
Fortunes that aid abundant birth. 

Athene, 

Thus I have zealously wrought for the citizens 
Bringing the mighty implacable demons 
To settle among them for ever. 



205 

These have received for their lot to administer 

All human destiny. 
He who hath never met with affliction 
Knows not the quarter whence life's strokes smite 

him. 
It is his father's offences that hale him 
Into their power a silent destruction ; 
Though he ery loudly, 
They trample in fury upon him. 

Chorus. Antisirophe a. 

May never blight tree-blasting blow, 

(My favours now I chaunt,) 
Nor drought, forbidding buds to grow 

Upon the tender plant 
May no long barren plague draw near, 

But may her flocks increase 
With younglings twin throughout the year, 

And the race never cease, 
Rich in the treasures of the ground. 
To thank God for each new gift found. 

Athene, 

Hear ye the promises, tower of the city, that 
She will accomplish ? For mighty indeed is the 
Strength of the fury among the immortals 



206 

And among Chthonians; human afiairs too 
They visibly bring to fulfilment, 
Giving to some songs mirthful, to others 
A life that is blinded with weeping. 

Chorus. Strophe fi. 

For her male youth untimely end 

By sword I deprecate : 
To every maid, ye who defend 

The married, give a mate ; 
Hear also, sister goddesses, 

Whom Night my mother bore. 
Ye justice-ordering deities, 

Who stand at every door. 
To portion lots impartially, 

Moirae, who ever fall 
Rightly on sinners heavily, 

Gods honoured most of all. 

Athene. 

Seeing ye promise us such things zealously, 
I would rejoice, and with reverence worship the 
Eyes of Persuasion, because she regarded a 
Pleading of mine with a savage rejector. 
But it was Zeus of the Agora conquered. 
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Patron of eloquence ; now for the future 
Our benefit conflict prevaileth. 

Chorus, Antistrophe p. 

I pray that faction, bom of lust, 

Ne'er down her streets may roar 
Of woes insatiate ; that the dust 

Drink not her townsmen's gore. 
To snatch thereafter greedily 

In fury from the state 
The cursed vengeful penalty 

Of mutual-murderous hate. 
But may each give to each delight. 

Love and hate with one mind ; 
Of many a thing this maxim might 

Be cure among mankind. 

Athene, 

Are ye discovering with vision unclouded the 

Highway of blessing 1 

From these fear-inspiring faces 

I can behold great gain for the citizens ; 

Ever, as long as they mightily honour 

Kindly the kindly ones, they shall in all things be 

Known as the city 

And land that is stringently righteous. 
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Chorus, Strophe y. 

Farewell, farewell, in wealth's abundance glorified ; 
Townsmen, fitrewell, exalted unto Zeus's side. 
Be wise and ever love the loving goddess maid. 
Zeus will revere the town that Pallas* wings o'er- 
shade. 

\Athene puts herself at the head of the Chorus, Enter 
an Escort of Athenian women with torches, 

Athene {to the Eumenides), 

Farewell ye ; we will head the procession. 
Leading the way to the chambers allotted. 
Come with this escort unto the holy 
Fire, and under these victims' influence 
Enter the earth, and be mindful to ward off 
Every curse, and to send to the city 
Victorious issue in all things. 
City-preserving children of Cranaus, 
Lead to their homes these alien settlers. 
May they act kindly 
With kindly intent to the city. 

Chorus, Antistrophe y. 
Farewell, farewell once more, farewell I say again, 
All in the town who dwell, both gods and mortal 
men. 
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Possessing Pallas' town ; while tow^ds me ye abide 
Faithful, with all good things ye shall be satisfied. , 

Athene, 

I am content with these your promises, 
And will conduct you with the blazing light 
Of torches to your temple underground, 
With these attendant maids, who duly guard 
Mine image. Come up hither, eye of all 
The land of Theseus, fair-famed company 
Of girls and women ; come too, matron band, 
Deck'd with robes stained with costly scarlet dyes. 
Worship, and move on with the torches' light ; 
That so in future years this company 
May in the land abide conspicuous 
For kindly meting out of fortunes fair. 

The Escort, 

Come to your temple, honour'd and mighty 
Daughters of Night, with an escort admiring ; 
(Chaunt songs of fair omen, ye maidens;) 
Come to the cavernous dwellings primeval, 
Honour'd with sacrifice, honoured with reverence ; 
(One and all chaunt songs of fair omen ;) 
Gracious to this land and right-minded, 
Reverend goddesses, joyously hither 
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Come with the light of the torch ; irhile they advance 

Raise a feminine paean with singing. 

Let the libations behind come in tordklfght ; 

Since for the townsmen of Pallas all-seeing 

Zeus and Destiny came to the conflict. 

Raise a feminine p«an with singing. 
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ERRATA. 

For 'slowing' read * slowly,' page ii, line 9. 
* shine' „ * shrine,' p. 23, 1. 16. 

'midnight's' „ 'midnight,' p. 25, 1. 11. 

„ 'lone' „ *long,' p. 29, 1. 8. 

„ *to yield to you this' read ' to yield to you in this,' 
p. 47. 1. 8. 
Omit the comma after 'fate,' p. 49, 1. 18. 
Insert a full stop after 'blood,' p. 51, 1. 17. 
For 'loud' read 'load,' p. 61, 1. 11. 

„ 'you' „ 'yea,' p. 64, 1. 27. 
Omit the word 'breathing,' p. 'j'j^ 1. 15. 
For a note of interrogation read ^ semicolon, p. 78, 1. 21. 
Omit the Comma after 'thrust,' p. 117, 1. 8. 
For * light of day' read 'light of the day,' p. 125, 1. i. 
Insert a comma after 'power,' p. 205, 1. 6. 



